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PART I. 



ON THE STUDY OF LITERATURE. 

fITERABY Btudy, in its higher form, tdma to treat 
a literatQTd as a whold, and eudeavoiira to trace 
the serraral and suCcesaive stages of itfl development, 
to disooTer the varions causes, political, Bocial, edu- 
oationel, religioos, to which the productions of any 
X>eriod owe their peculiarities. Sach an aim also em- 
braces a comparison of the genius and productions of 
authors of the same period and of di^rent periods. 
It is also within its scope to trace the development of 
ideas relative to literary art, and the different views 
held at different periods as to the legitimate functions 
of the several departments of Literature. There is no 
study more interesting than this, treating, as it does^ 
of the infinite phases and attitudes which the human 
mind presents under different circumstances, and yet 
remaining in all places ^nd in all times, essentially the 
same. But it is a difficult and ambitions task, even 
when undertaken by men of the widest and ripest 



1« OIT TEE STUDY OW LITERATURE. 

knowledge^ tke deepest imaginatiTe insiglit, and tlio 
subtlest analytical power. The present century has 
produced perhaps not more than two men capable of 
writing a history of the development of English 
Literature ; I allude to Thomas De Quincey and Samuel 
Taylor Coleridge. That they possessed the requisite 
qualifications no one who is intimately acquainted 
with their writings can deny ; and from their writings 
it ia also evident that their powers pointed in this 
direction as the one most favourable to their fullest 
and most genial exercise. 

A less ambitious aim in literary study, is the study 
of individual productions as distinct works of- art, 
without any special regard to their relative value and 
historical significance. To take a poem, for instance, 
and discover the secret of its aesthetic power, and the 
various elements of this power, is something within 
the reach of any one of ordinary emoti(mal appro* 
ciation and analytical skill. Such a study requires 
for its successful prosecution no very extensive know- 
ledge of general literature, and no great powers of 
analysis and synthesis, and is, of course, the indispen- 
sable preparation for the higher study I have men- 
tioned. But true to a principle which seems to un- 
derlie our present systems of rapid education, — ^namely, 
to rush, at once, " in medias res," — the History of Eng- 
lish Literature is often studied in our Institutions of 
learning, before there is any, not even the most super- 
ficial, acquaintance with individual productions. If 



ON THE STUDY OF LITERATURS. It 

they are studied at all, they are usually studied in 
fragments, in the shape of "Beautiful Extraets," or 
" Moral Passages," and the advantage derived from the 
study of organisms ia thus entirely forfeited. The 
one mode is as inferior to the other, as the study of 
bits of china would be, to contemplating the beautiful 
and graceful vase of- which they once formed parts. 
In the study of the mere material, we lose sight of the 
-beauti^il form into which the artist has moulded it. 
It is by the form which be has given to his manifold 
material, and which is the basis of all high aesthetic 
imp rension, that be is to he estimated. What has he 
made or moulded out of his material 7 is the question to 
he asked. How has he organized it, and with what 
results ? With what success has he brought all details 
under the pervading, vitalizing influence of a dominant 
idea, causing them to impart to hia work a richness and 
an intense vitality? Has he wisely rejected everything' 
superfluous, or are there excrescences which contribute 
nothing to the general moral impression? Is his 
rhetoric in the web of his thought, or is it only sewed 
on, like gold lace on a coat? Are his thoughts 
evolved with a skilful and graceful transition from 
one to the other ? or are they abrupt, insulated, ca- 
pricious, with little or no fctw of succession? No num- 
ber of brilliant passages will compensate for a de- 
ficiency in the organic unity and vitality of a work. 
The elements are nothing without "the atmosphere 
^at moulds, and the dynamic forces that coffibiRe." 

*• (- T 



18 OX TBS STUDY OF LITERATURE. 

There is no objection, however, to storing tho 
memory with the beautiful passages of conceatratetl 
energy with which the higher poetry in the contriv- 
ing spirit of its eloquence, abounds. The more of 
such passages every one has at his command, tho 
better. No means, however superficial, for increasing 
our familiarity with the ideal world of Poetry, should 
be discouraged. Converse with Poetry should not be 
regarded merely as an elegant and refined pastime, — 
but as an esseutial to our spiritual life, as bread is to 
our physical lifa Without its kindly influence, life 
becomes sordid, selfish, and commonplace. Daily in- 
tercourse with the great Masters of Song is also the 
best safeguard against the temptations which beset us 
in the world of current literature. The most popular 
works the press sends forth are those which gratify an 
appetite for the surprising and the thrilling. " It ia 
of tho greatest importance," says John Buskin, "not 
only for Art's sake, but for all kinds of sake, in these 
days of book-deluge, to keep out of the salt-swamps 
of literature, and Uye on a little rocky island of your 
own, with a spring and a lake in it pure and good." 

Let Poetry, then, be studied and communed with in 
svery possible way. It will do nobody any harm. 
Bat in a system of mental and sesthetic culture, the 
leading design showld be, the study of poems and 
other literary art^prodopt?, as organisms, which are to 
be comprehended, pot in their parts only, but in their 
' totality, Tb9 P)Qi^ infeqse a man's intellectual and 
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ON THE STUDY OF LITERATUBB. 19 

emotional life becomes, the more lie demands effecta 
produced bj tbe organization of manifold elements — 
elements iiised by the alchemy of the imagination into 
a new and living whole, whose synthesis calls forth 
tliat harmonious energizing of the soul, which conBti* 
tutes its highest life and delight. 

But let it not be supposed that the pleasure derived 
from the productions of Poetry or of any other of the 
fine arts, is due to a conscious energizing to compre- 
hend them. The pleasure derived from a work of the 
imagination is in proportion to the degree of uncon- 
snousnesa with which all its appeals are responded to. 
Works which strictly belong to Literature, — that is, 
works which speak to the understanding through the 
emotions, — should not be read, of course, as those 
which address the insulated understanding. "We must 
come to the reading of the former, for the first time, 
in the least self-conscious state possible; we most 
avoid analysis as much as we can, and place ourselves 
passively under the influence of our author. 

"We gat no good," 

says Mrs. Browning, in her " Aurora Leigh," 

" B; being ungeneroas, even to a book, 
And calculating profita ... so much help 
Bj BO much reading. It ia rather when 
We gloriously forget ouraelvea, and plunge 
Soul-furward, headlong, into a book's profound, 
Impaasioned for ita beauty and salt of truth — 
'Tis then ne get the tight good from a book." 
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so ON THE STUDY OF LtTBHATVRE. 

Tbe sensibilitiea are the peculiar domain of the 
Fine Artf^ and by a tranBcendent preeminence of tbe 
greatest of the Fine Arte — Poetry; and if, by a pre- 
mature analysis, the sensibilities are not allowed their 
•requisite play, the leading purpose of a work of the 
Imagination is defeated. We should not attempt an- 
alysis until we have received an emotional impression 
from the whole ; in some cases, many emotional im- 
presflionB, according to the extent of a work, and the 
degree of its sensuousness. We may then seek to 
discover the various elements of this impression, and 
by a more conscious and intimate knowledge of the 
respective functions of these elements, attain to a 
higher impression from tbe whole. This higher im- 
pression will lead to a still more minute analysis by 
which we shall discover subtler elements of effect 
which the first analysis did not reveal. This more 
minute analysis will be followed by a still higher im- 
pression from the whole ; and thus tbe ' process will 
continue of an alternation of general impression and 
analysis until we have grown up to tbe work, as it 
were : we fully respond to the emotional appeal made 
by the artist ; we grasp his work in its enttreness ; that 
which was at first consciously and with effort, 
received, reaches in time higher and subtler organs 
of discernment, where is breathed the purer air of 
unconsciousness and spontaneity. 

Take, for example, tbe "Locksley Hall" of Tenny- 
son, On the first reading of this "grand hymn of 
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Olf TBB STUDY OF LITERATURB. 81 

human progresa," the magnifloent swell of the rhythm, 
and the richness of the melody, Till be likely to pro- 
duce the most decided impressioa. In other vord^ 
the first impression wiU he, what it should be to a 
great extent in every true poem, a aensuous one — ac- 
companied, of course, by a general understanding of 
the poem. With this impression, we may be content 
for a number of readings, and not be diqmsed to look 
further into the poem, especially if we happen to take 
it up in a passive mood. At another time, when we 
are more disposed to be analytical, we may fix our 
attention upon the picturesqueness and passion of the 
language, the im^ery, the lights and shades of the 
thoughts, and the suggestiveness of the rowel sounds, 
for in Poetry, words are not merely representatives of 
ideas, but are ivied over with emotional associations. 
The syntactical construction, even, will claim some 
attention, for this latter feature presents a number of 
difficulties in " Lockaley Hall." 

When the results of all these observations and the 
several impressions derived therefrom, shall have 
been absorbed in the general impreKsion, we shall be 
disposed to penetrate still further — we shall endeavour 
to supply all the connecting links of the thought and 
feeling — and in the poem in question they are re- 
markably subtle — to discover how the poet, in the 
intensity of his inspiration, passed from one thought 
or one feeling to another thought or another feeling. 
A great poet, giving expression to a subtle and oom- 
&,o;,lc 
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plex sentiment, mtut necessaril; be obsoore to the 
ordinary reader, in whom such sentimeat exists on]y 
potentially, and with its olomenta onoombined. It is 
not in the simple elementa that one individuid mind 
differs from another, but in their degree, and in the 
nature of their combination. The emotions which the 
great poet, or painter, or musician, esperiences, are 
more complex than those experienoed by men in gene- 
ral ; and when they are e^ressed in words, in marble, 
in colours, or in sounds, it requires at first, an effort, 
and frequently, a long-continued effort, to go over the 
process of their combination, and clearly to apprehend 
the leading sentiment which was the controlling prin- 
ciple of the aasodation 

Imagination does not differ esientiaUy from ordinary 
thinking — it follows the same laws, but those laws 
are more actively and harmoniously in force. It ia^ 
ordinary thinking iTit&nst/W^ Imagination, to be sure, 
is always impassioned, which ordinary thinking is not ■ 
hut ikat is the natural consequence of its intensity * 
the depths of the whole nature are stirred by it 

Every true poem ia a piece of articulate musio, 
which an ordinary Imagination must long practice 
upon before it can play it with a sufBcient degree of 
spontaueousness and unconsciousness, to derive from 
• it all the pleasure it is capable of imparting. The 
same process goes on in the contemplation of a picture 
or a statue— at first view the impression it produces 
may be quite an indifferent one ; but repeated impres- 



OJV TSS STODT OF LITERATURK. 85 

«loria, e»oh deepened by an aoftljais of previons onto, 
will finally torn, if th« work posaeesea a consisteiit, oon- 
graooa luuty, iato one oompound and harmonioiu 
fading. As in the Oftse of the poem, we grow up to 
the work. We graap it as a whole and epontaneonsly. 
"We are fWly i-nformed in regard to the work. Our 
&elinga hava been gradually tuned to respond to ita 
emotional appeal. 

Art owes its power obiefiy to the ma^o garment 
of form, and not to what it ecpltct% teaches. The 
principle which underlies tme art, and which the 
artist must oonaoiously or nnconaciously reoognine, ig 
that which Mrs. Browning has so happily expressed : 

"punt a body well. 
Ton paint a tout by implioation, like 
The gnnd first Uutei." 

Art educates, but it does not aim directly to instruct 
or indoctrinate. Ita great function is to keep alive 
man's sensibilities and instincts, and thus to fit him 
for the pereeption of high spiritual truths. It is thus 
that Poetry and all the Fine Arts work moral results. 
The true Artist is an imfilicU, not an ea^UcU teacher 
and mOTalist 

- The only real instructor of the human race^" says 
Orestes Brownson, " is the artist ; and it is as artist^ 
aa men wrought up to the intensest life^ and thereftnv 
acting from the fall ibroe of their being, that all the 
great and uniTersaUy admitted philoac^hera hare been 
able to qnioken the race and aet it forward to higher 
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and more comprehenBiTe life. No man is really a 
philoaoplier till warmed ap into the artist. Here is 
the aaoredness of art, and the explanation of the fiui^ 
that the highest truths are always uttered by men 
when under the influence of the loftiest and most 
genuine Imagination." 

There is a final stage at which we arrire in the 
study of a great poem, though modem criticism is too 
much inclined to make it the introductory one. When 
we are fully tr^ormed in regard to a work of the Ima- 
gination, in the way that has been pointed out, and in 
the art-sense of the word, we are disposed to go fur- 
ther — to seek in the artist's forms an undercurrent of 
meaning, to make them typical of ideas which do not 
essentially and absolutely belong to them. Into what- 
ever recommends itself by the beauty of its form, the 
31jnagination lores to infuse its own conceptions — to 
make it the casket of its own jewels, thus enriching 
it beyond its own intrinsic value. But we must not 
foi^ that although the Imagination may make this 
nse of what it lovingly embraces by reason of its 
beauty of form, this beauty of form is an end to itself, 
and^ itself was created by the artist^ if he wrought 
it in a true artist spirit All works of genius are 
richly su^estive, and are characterized by a flexi- 
bility of signifioance which oilen leads critics of a 
philosophic turn of mind to attribute to their authors 
definite purposes which they perhaps never dreamt 
o£ The Qerman critioa, (though the best in the world. 
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certainly iar saperior to the Engliali and French,) &om- 
a disposition to see farther into a millstone than the 
nature of a millstone will allow, ran sometimes into 
ridiculouB e^Etremes in regard to what thej are so fond 
of designating the Idea of a work. To be assured of 
this fact, we have but to read the Shakspearean criti- 
cisms of Dr. Ulrici, in many respects marked by great 
ability, and the numberless criticisms which have 
appeared on Goethe's WiVielm Meisler and Fuusl. 
Goethe seems to have understood this tendency of his 
countrymen to dig for mysteries, and to have written 
the Second Part of Faust to give them plenty to do in 
that line for some generations. Certainly the interest 
which attaches to the Second Fart of Faust is rather a 
philosophical than an art interest. It is in the inter- 
preting of its symbolism that the critics are chiefly 
interested, and not in the wealth of its poetic life, for 
this has been justly denied the Second Part of Fausi, 
UDBurpaased as is the First Part as a production of the 
poetic &culty. 

The legitimate interest which attaches to Art's 
forms, is an emotional interest, and is, in consequence, 
immeasurably higher in its nature than any merely 
intellectual interest could possibly be. 

"Ooe impulse from a veroal vood 
Ha; teach us more of man. 
Of moral evil aud of good. 
Than all the sageit can." 

Herein consist the sacredness and loftiness of Art> 
that its grand fanction is to bring into play and pro-^ 
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aerve in an liealthfUl activity, the emotional side of 
our nature. Man is greater as an emotional tban as 
an intellectual being. The sensibilities are tbe soil ia 
which all his moral qualities have root and flonriah. 
But in a high state of civilization where the efibrta 
requisite to procure the necessaries and luxuries ot 
\\Ss, tend to sharpen men's wits at the expeose of their 
sensibilities special means are necessary to keep the 
latter alive, and this is done most eflectually by the 
Fine Arts — by Music, by the Drama, by Painting, and 
more especially, by Poetry and other forms of Litera* 
tare. All these are, or should be, the haadm&ids of 
Beligion. 

The highest, noblest, and most attractive order of 
manhood, is that wherein a just equilibrium is pre- 
served between the intellect and the emotions. George 
Sand has well remarked, that for civilization to attain 
its highest perfection, man must become more womanly, 
and woman more manly. Tenn^'aon has expressed 
the same idea in "The Princess." Speaking of the 
mutual relations of the sexes, the Priaee is made to 
say:— 

" in the long jeare liker mnst they grow ; 

The man be more of iromtui, she of mtm ; 
He gun in sneetness und in moral height, 
Nor lose the wrestling thews that throw the world ; 
She mental breadth, nor fait in cbildward care. 
Nor lose the childlike in the larger mind." 

All the great seers of the race have realized to an 
extent ^is oondition— have been a well-poised dualitjt 
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of the highest manhood and the highest womanhood. 
To a profoand and refined sensibilitj to the influences 
of nature and of human life, they have united the 
highest discuTsiv'e and analytical power. The sensi- 
bilities are the basis of the intuitional and the pro- 
phetic; through them man feela the truth before he 
knows it ; and a condition of hia knowing it, that i^ 
defining it to his intellect, is, that he possess the requi- 
site power to analyze the material fUmished hy his 
emotional nature. Emotion reaps the spiritual har- 
vest, intellect gathers it into sheave^ threshes it, 
winnows the grain firom the chafC and makes it into 
nourishing bread. K the intellect fiiil to perform its 
part of the labour, the swarth rots in the field, and the 
intellect pays the penalty of its inaction, by famine, 
and a life-in-death listlessness. It has, also, to lay up 
proviaion3,'not only for the summer, but for the winter. 
Though emotion may be an active workman, as long 
as it serves the intellect, yet, unless it be well cared 
for, it grows torpid in the cold weather, and the 
intellect must depend wholly upon the acquisitions of 
the spring and summer's work ; and if these have not 
been sufficiently extensive, it too must experience 
winter's torpifying colds. Upon the life of the one, 
depends the' life of the other. Neither can healthfully 
and vigourously exist by itself. 

To preserve a proper equilibrium between the in 
tellect and the sensibilities, la, perhaps, in the present 
organization of society, impossible. The circumstances 
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wliioh beaet ibe life of every one, tend to a one^sided- 
neaa of development. In fact, without a certain degree 
of one-Bidedness in the individnal, the various depart* 
ments of hnman thonght and learning would make 
but little progress. The absolute good of the indivi- 
dual, it soenu^ most he sacrificed to the good of society ; 
at any rate, until political wisdom shall have devised 
means for reconciling the one with the other. But, in 
an abstraet view, an emotional one-sidedneas is prefbi^ 
able to an intellectual one-sidedneas. A man may have 
scaled the loftiest heights of metaphysics ; be may have 
attained to the highest generalizations which are within 
the possihUities of the hmnan intellect ; he may have 
weighed the stars, and measured their appalling dis- 
tances ; he may have descended into the bowels of the 
mountain, and foand written there, in hieroglyphica 
of unmistakable meaning, the vast ages our' planet bas 
been dipping forward under sunshine and starry light ; 
he may have learned the names and habits, the genera 
and spe<des, of all the beasts of the field, and the fowls 
of the air, and of the creatures that inhabit tbe mighty 
deep; he may, by a subtle obemiatiy, have resolved 
all matter into its primitive elements ; he may have 
seized the lightning and forced it to carry his messages, 
in tbe twinkling of an eye, to tbe most distant comers 
of the earth ; but, if tbe soft blue sky did never melt 
into his heart ; if he never felt the witchery of the soft 
blue sky J if, like Wordsworth's Peter Bdl, 



D,g,r,z»-i b, Google 



Oy TUB STUDT OF LITERATURS. 29 

"A primroee b; n riTer** brim 
A jellow primrose be to him. 

And it be nothiDg more ;" 

if ie haa never been moved by the mysteries of th« 
springtime, or dreamed amid the leafy pomps of sum- 
mer; if his soul has never been softened, and filled 
with a luxurious sadness, by the departing glories and 
dreamy melancholy of the autumn woods; if he has 
never experienced a wild and strange delight in the 
desolation and the howling blasts of winter; if he be 
a stranger to the divine and rapturous joys of which, 
through music, faint and sly glimpses are sometimes 
caught ; if he has never dreamed over some landscape, 
on the canvas of a great master, bathed in 

"A light Uiat nBTer was on sea or land," 
or stood rapt before a figure of ideal loveliness; if 
his pulse has never been quickened, and bis heart 
made to beat proudly by the radiant smiles and affec- 
tionate greetings of a wife and children, after a day's 
rude commerce with the world ; if, though ruthlessly 
deprived by Death of every earthly tie, he has not 
felt, that 



he is, in spite of all his vast intellectual conquests, a 
very one-sided creature, and has but fed on husks, 
while many a poor servant in his father's house has 
had bread, enough and to spare. 

But reverse the picture. Suppose him to be a* 

§* 
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quainted witli all th^e emotional experiences, but to 
be totftllj ignorant of the great conquests and triumphs 
of the intellect ; in the latter case, we would not con- 
sider him as one-sided as in the fonaer ; we wonla be 
disposed to regard him, not as one who had had but a 
beggarly heritage, but as one of the highly favoured 
of the children of men. 

It was to express hia profound conviction of this 
truth, that William Wordsworth wrote the most beau- 
tiful sonnet in our Literature : 

The -world U too much with us ; late kod soon, 

(letting and spending we laj wttste onr powerB ; 

Idttle we see in SBtare that is ours ; 
We have pven our hearts away, a sordid bo<»i I 
This sea that bares her bosom to the moon. 

The winds that will be iiovling at all hours. 

And are np-gatber'd now like sleeiung flowers ; 
For this, for every thing, we are out of tune j 

It moves ns not Great Qod I I'd rather be 
A pagan luokled in a creed outworn ; 

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, 
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn ; 

Have ught of Proteus rising from tke sea. 
Or hear old Tritw^ M^lf '''b wreathed horn. 
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TOOAL CULTURE. 

^^ N iudispenaable condition of an aesthetic appre- 
M^ ciation of high poetrj, is, that it receive an 
adequate vocal expreaaion. Without a high rocal 
culture, — without the highest vocal culture, — ^.the 
study of poetry must be more or leaa imperfect. To 
say nothing of other elements of poetry which demand 
a vocal expression, for their proper appreciation, the 
musical element, which constitutes in the higher poe- 
try so large a portion of the sentiment, and imparts 
that indefiniteness which attaches to all the produc- 
tions of the ImaginatioD, can alone be fully appreciated 
when adequately expressed by the voice. When I 
speak of the maaical element of poetry, I mean, of 
course, all the subtle effects produced by the rhythm, 
by the variation of successive vowel sounds, by the 
rhyme, by the varied length of the lines, by pauses, 
by the acceleration and retardation of the vers^ by 
(he distribution of emphasis, and many other elements 

(81) 
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of effect, some of which are unrecognizable and beyond 
the reach of analysis. Without the aid of the voice, 
all the charms and subtle effects derivable from these 
elements, must be lost in a great measure to the ma- 
■ jority of silent readers. 

There are, no doubt, readers of poetry, whose im- 
agination of its musical suggestiveness sufficiently 
compensates for the absence of a vocal expression. 
But these must constitute a very limited class. With 
the great miyority, much of the aroma erf poetry most 
evaporate in silent reading, 

Mrs. Siddons is said to have studied her greatest parta 
silently. This, we must suppose, she was enabled to do 
through her im^nation of their elocution, and she 
possessed by nature, such a remarkable power over the 
organs of speech that she could always rely upon them 
in giving utterance on the stag^ to her nicest concep- 
tions. Dr. Rush speaks of her voice as "a mirror for 
every trait of natural expression, in which one might 
recognize his deep, unuttered sympathy, and love the 
flattering picture as his own. All that is smooth," 
he adds, "and flexible, and various in intonation, all 
that is impressive in force, and in long-drawn tim^ 
all that is apt upoQ the countenance, and consonant 
in gesture, gave their united energy, gracefulness 
grandeur, and truth, to this one great model of Ideal 
Slocution. Hers was that height of excellence, which, 
defying mimicry, can be made ima^nable only by 
being eijualed. 
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" Suub was my entbosiastio opinion, before a scrutiny 
into speech bad developed a boundless scheme of 
criticism and instruction; which, in admitting that 
uature may bold within her laws, the unrevealed power 
of producing occasional instances of rare accomplish- 
ment of voice ; yet assures us, that nothing but the 
inSuence of some system of principles, founded on a 
knowledi^e of those laws, can ever product multipled 
examples of excellency or give to any one the perfec- 
tion of art. There is a pervading energy in Observa- 
tive Science which searches, discovers, gathers-together^ 
co-arranges, still amplifies and completes ; and which 
all the means of untrained effort can never reach." * 

Some of the greatest poets, who exhibit in their 
poetry the nicest sense of all the elements of musical 
expressiveness, are known to have been very imper- 
fect, monotonous readers. Coleridge is an example^ 
"Amongst Coleridge's accomplishments," says De 
Quincey, alluding, in his " Literary Beminiscences," 
to Coleridge's lectures On Poetry and the Fine Art^ 
at the Royal Institution, " good reading was not one ; ■ 
be had neither voice, nor management of voice." And 
yet, how wonderfully has he incarnated his sentiment 
in his versification! — "Of the soul, the body form 
doth take." Witness his Cbristabel, especially the 
First Part, his Ancient Mariner, his Kubla Khan, his 
Genevieve, his Youth and Age, and numerous other 
of his poems. 

• " The Philosoph; of the Hnman Toioe, 6lh editioD, p. 396. 
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Byron's reading, too, according to Medwin, was a 
8ing-8ong ; and the present Laoreate of England, tbe 
musical effects of whose poetry in sugge^ng sabUety 
of feeling, hare never beeo surpassed, is said to read 
like a school-boy. Edgar Poe is represented to have 
been a most monotonons, uninteresting reader, and 
yet be composed one of the most melodious poems in 
our Literature. I allude to bis Ulalume, wfaich is as 
beautifully, strangely, and significantly modulated as 
it is possible for language to be. 

But it would bo absurd to suppose that these poets 
did not appreciate their own melodies when they pro- 
duced them; — that they were mere passive ^Eoliaa 
harps, giving forth sounds to which they themselves 
were deaf. They no doubt had a profounder sense of 
them as conductors of feeling, than the most perfect 
reader would be able to express. This being the case, 
why did their reading so belie their conceptions ? The 
answer is easily given, and it affords the best argu- 
ment against the sticklers for what is called natural 
reading, namely, that the fullest appreciation of a poem, 
and the moat searching sense of all its subtlest ele- 
ments of effect, are totally inadequate to a proper 
vocal expressi&n of it, where the organs of speech are 
not in perfect obedience to the will and the feelings. 
' This obedience can only be secured by long and care- 
ful culture. The conscious observance of principles 
and rules, must become unconscious and spontaneous. 
A poet's organs of speech are as likely to be rigid 
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asd Diunanagable as those of a boor, and in saoh ease^ 
no degree of unagioation and feeling will lender them 
flexible without special culture. 

We <rften hear the advice given, and it frequently 
constitutes about all that some professors of the art 
have to impart on the subject, " Enter into the ^rit 
of what j<y^ read, read Tiaturally, and you will read 
well." 

This oonstitatee the sum and substance of what the 
learned Bishop Whately teaches on the subject in his 
"Elements of Bhetorio." In Part IV, Chap. II, § 2, 
of this work, he says : " Nature, or custom, which is a 
second nature, sugg^ts spontaneously the different 
modes of giving expression to different thoughts, feel- 
ings, and designs, which are present to the mind of 
any one who, without study, is speaking in earnest his 
own seotlments. Then, if this be the case, why not 
leave nature to do her own work?" This qoestion 
may perhaps be satisfactorily answered by asking 
another: If reason is a natural gift of man, and no 
one will deny that it is, why did the learned Arch- 
bishop of Dublin take the trouble to write such a 
good hook as he did on the science and art of reason- 
ing ? Why did he not leave nature to do her own 
work ? The gift of reason can hardly be more per- 
verted than the gift of speech, and if earnestness is 
all that is required to give an unrestrained play to the 
functions of the latter, why should it not be equally 
available in respect to those of the former ? But every 
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one's experience will tell bim that eamat reasoning is 
not necessarilj' aound reasoning — it often sKoots very 
for iiom the mark, 

"Impress but the mind," the Archbishop goes on to 
say, "fully with the sentiments, Ac. to be uttered; 
withdraw the attention from the sound, and fix it on 
the sense ; and nature, or habit, will spontaneously 
suggest the proper Delivery." 

Soch instruction as this is not ni^like that which 
Hamlet gives to Guildenstern for playing upon the 
flute, and would be about as efScacions : 

Mamkt. Will you play upon this pipe? 

Omlderutem. My lord, I cannot. 

JBamUt. I pray you. 

Guilderatem. Believe me, I cannot. 

Samlet. I do beseech you, 

Ouildenstem. I know no touch of it, my lord. 

Ham let. 'Tis as easy as lying : govern these ventages 
with your finger and thumb, give it breath with your 
mouth, and it will discourse most eloquent music. 
Look you, these are the stops, 

Ovildenstem. But these cannot I command to any 
utterance of harmony: I have not th£ shUl. 

Walking, it will be admitted, is as natural a func- 
tion as talking and reasoning, and much more easily 
performed. When we study the wonderful mechanism 
of the human body, the inference is readily drawn 
that Nature designed that all our movements should 
1>e in the highest degree graceful. But so far is this 
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(Vom 'being the ' case, that scarcely one person in a' 
thousand knows how to walk with aoj degree of- 
grace. In our movements, as in the exercise of our' 
vocal and reasoning powers, we have all gone astray,' 
and it is only by special training, based npon princi- 
ples deduced from careful observation, that we can 
realise Nature's purposes. Science and art do not 
attempt anything diiferent from these purposes, bat 
only aim to falfil them more effectually. 

Milton says of Eve, when fresh from the bands of 
her Creator, 

" Grace wm in ftll her ttaps, heaven in her eye. 
In every gesture, dignity and love." 

But her sons and daughters have long lost the prinue- 
val grace and dignity. They exist only in marble 
and on canvas. 

Now every one will be ready to admit that the ad- 
vice given to one who walks clumsily and awkwardly, 
to enter into the ^rit of the act, to be in earnest, and 
to walk naturally, would be very inadequate to the 
case. A more availing and rational advice would be — ■ 
develop all the functions of the body in a way that 
they will be exercised harmoniously and without 
restraint; but not till then can graceful movements 
and attitudes be expected. Education can create no- 
thing. It can only develop what exists potentially 
and in germ. All the functions which we exercise, 
moral, intellectual, and physical, are more or less un- 
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devdoped aod sliacUed, and eduoation alms, or sboold 
aim, to promote their growth, to remove the ahacklee^ 
and thus to lift man into an atmosphere of freedom 
imd qiontaneitj. Principles and roles which are at 
first objective, must become subjective. GroTrth of ev^ry 
kind proceeds from the pasaive to the active and the 
spontaneons. Man is pasaive to the degree that he is 
undeveloped. As he develops, he becomes more and 
more a law to himself. The law that was at first 
written upon tablets of stone is gradually transferred 
to his mind and his heart ; and he may finally break 
the tablets and forget their existence. 

Of all onr faculties, — physical, at least, — that of 
speech is, perhaps, the most imperfectly developed, 
and is, in consequence, less a law to itself, and the 
most dependent upon ontside principles and rules for 
its efficient exercise — a fact which the ancient Greeks 
and Bomans recognized and acted upon far more than 
we do. The great importano© which they attached to 
vocal euUure was, indeed, attributable to causes which 
do not now exist to the same extent. The mystery of 
printing had not yet been discovered. An ambitious 
politician could not bawl out a speech in the forum, 
in violation of all the laws of effective utterance, sa 
our legislators do, with nobody to hear him, and have 
ten thoasand copies printed off and sent to his coD8ti> 
tuents, and all fVee of expense to himself, in the bar- 
gain. No I he had to face his constituents, and say 
what he had to say, in the most accomplished manner. 
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The Aj&miui orator oved the aoooeaB of Us speech 
as much to Its vocal delivery as to its matter ; and if 
the formOr was not of a character to please his suscep- 
tible coQOtrymen, he spoke in vain. But if the tfxme 
eanaes do not now exist for the highest vocal caltare, 
there are others which do, and which are infinitely 
more weighty. The Greek and Roman religion was a 
mere cuiUna, with nothing to teach. But the Christian 
reHgioQ is diatingniBhed itota. all others by its being 
a religion of the Book, by its teaching of doctriaes, 
and this teaching is done throughout all Ohristendoin 
chiefly through the medium of the voice. And yet, 
strange to say, the grand importance of a special vocal 
culture for an efifeotive discharge of this great office, 
is almost entirely overlooked! Were the voices of 
those destined for the sacred ministry of Christ care- 
fully tuned for the delivery of the great spiritual truths 
which they are commissioned to promulgate, what an 
increased vitality, and power, and impressiveness, 
would be imparted to their teachings I The Bible too 
—what a new life could be given to it^ were all the 
capabilities which it possesses for effective reading, 
fiilly developed by an accomplished voice — capabili- 
ties greater, even if we regard it in its purely literary 
character, than those possessed by any other book ! 

" the holiness of their living, and the painfulness 
of their preaching," exclaims the old English divine, 
Thomas Fuller. The good man used the word jxan- 
/it&ieM'in.a sense different from its present: he meant 
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that the early apostles took great pains in their preach- 
ing. " Maay things," aays Archbishop Trench, " would 
not be 80 'painfal' in the present sense of the word, 
if they had been more ' painfal ' in the eiu-lier, as per- 
haps some sermons." To carry this remark a little 
further, many sermons would not be so painfal in the 
present sense of the word, if ihe cultivation t/ the voice 
were made a more prominent feature of theological 
education. Vocal culture seldom constitutes a part 
of the organism of our colleges and theological schools- 
It is an outside thing, wholly incidental. A travelling 
elocutionist will happen to come along, a mere adven- 
turer — an unworthy disciple of Thespis, perhaps, 
with a very slim intellectual outfit. He proposes to 
work miracles. A class is accordingly formed among 
the students, for a course of ten lessons, it may be. 
Some exercises in articulation are bawled over, which, 
in the words of Othello, " frighten the isle from its 
propriety." The self-styled professor pockets their 
money, obtains some extravagant testimonials to the 
excellence of his system, from the D.D.'s and LL-D.'s 
of the college, and goes on his way, rejoicing, and the 
unfortunate students are again left to shif\>. for them- 
selves until some other adventurer comes along, to 
hoodwink them again with professions of miracle- 
working. 

"If any one would sing," says War^ "he attends a 
master, and is drilled in the very elementary princi- 
ples; and only after the most laborious process, dares 
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to exercise his roice in pablic. ... If ha were learn- 
ing to play on tha flute for publio exhibition, what 
hours and daya would he spend, in giving Eocility to 
his fingerfl, and attaining the power of the sweetest 
and moat expressive execution. If he were devoting 
himself to the organ, what months and years would ho 
labour, that he might know its compass, and be master 
of its keys, and be able to draw out, at will, all its 
various combinations of harmonious sound, and ita 
full richness and delicacy of expression. 

" And yet he will fancy that the grandest, the most 
various and most expressive of all instruments which 
the Infinite Creator has fashioned by the union of an 
intellectual soul with the powers of speech, may be 
played upon without study or practice ; he comes to 
it a mere uninstructed tyro, and thinks to manage all 
ita stops, and command the whole compass of its varied 
and comprehensive power. He finds himself a bungler 
in the attempt, is mortified at his feilure, and settles 
it in his mind for ever that the attempt is vain." 

"The art of reading well," saya Dr. Bush, in his 
" Philosophy of the Human Voice," " is an accomplish- 
ment, that all desire to possess, many think they have 
already, and that a few set-about to acquire. These, 
believing their power is altogether in their ' Genius,' 
are, after a few lessons from an Elocutionist, disap- 
pointed at not becoming themselves at once masters 
of the art ; and with the restless vanity of their belief, 
abandon the study, for some new subject of trial and 
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failure. Ssoh eas^ of infirmity reanlt in part &om 
the wavering character of the human tribe ; but they 
chiefly arise from defects in the usual course of in- 
stniction. Go to some, may we say all of our Colleges 
and Universities, and observe how the art of speaking 
M no( taught there. See a boy of bnt fifteen years, 
with no want of youthftil diffidence, and not without 
a craving desir& to learn, sent upon a stage, pale and 
choking with apprehension; being forced into an 
attempt to do that, without instruction, which he came 
purposely to learn ; and furnishing amusement to his 
classmates, by a pardonable awkwardness, that should 
be punished, in the person of his pretending but neg- 
lectful preceptor, with little less than scourging. Then 
visit a Conservatorio of music ; observe there, the ele- 
mentary outset, the orderly task, the masterly disci- 
pline, the unwearied superintendence, and the incessant 
toil to reach the utmost accomplishment in the Sing- 
ing-Voice ; and afterwards do not be surprised that 
the pulpit, the senate, the bar, and the chair of medical 
profeaaorship, are filled with such abominable drawlers, 
mouthers, mumblers, clutterers, squeakers, chanters, 
and mongers in monotony I nor that the Schools of 
Singing are constantly sending abroad those great 
instances of vocal wonder, who triumph along the 
crowded resorts of the world ; who contribute to the 
halls of fashion and wealth, their most refined source 
of gratification ; who sometimes queU the pride of 
rank, by a momentary sensation of envy; and who 
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draw forth the admiration, and receive the crowning 
applause of the Prince and the Sage." 

The prescribed limits of this Essay' will not allow 
m« to carry this subject further than merely to advert 
' to one other point — ^namely, the importance of a care- 
ful vocal culture, and, what must always accompany 
it, a thorough study of the English language and 
literature, in our female seminaries. Were but half 
ihe time devoted to these subjects that is now spent in 
acquiring a barren smattering of the French language, 
and of the sciences, how inestimably superior would 
be the result I The study of her vernacular is a sacred 
duty devolving upon every woman who would be true 
to the peculiar mission of her sex. Let her acquire as 
many foreign tongues as she pleases — the more the 
better — ^but she must not, and cannot, justifiably, ne- 
glect her native tongue ; for to her, more than to man, 
belongs the high duty of transmitting it to the succeed- 
ing generation in its idiomatic purity, free from the 
affectations and conceits which characterize the diction 
of the multitudinous productions of would-be authors. 
Every woman whose station permits it, should know, 
and learn to appreciate, all in her native literature that 
is excellent, forcible, and graceful in style, and pure 
and beautiful and noble in sentiment ; and more than 
this, she should cultivate that vocal expression of it 
which would carry it with potency to the hearts of her 
children. , 

Qreat is the moral influent ^luoli womfui's Yoio« 
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exerts io ber fiunily, in society, and in all tlie relAtioaa 
and respoDsibilitifls of life ; but the poMibilities (^ this 
moral infloenoc^ which remaia to be developed, have 
hitherto been hardly suspected. 

A lady will beatow great care upon her hand, and 
it is very proper that she should, for among beautiftU 
things, s well-ahaped, graceful, and ^r hand, oertaioly 
doea not ocoupy the lowest ranlc, and is by no means 
to be despised. She wUi jealously guard her faoe 
against the effecta of sun and wind, with which, aUo, 
nobody can find &ult ; — but how seldom does she 
think of the power so mighty to charm that lies slum- 
bering in her voice! 

When we regard the transcendent personal attrac- 
tions whioh nature sometimes bestows upon her favour- 
ites, we feel "the might, the majesty of loveUnesa ;" but, 
' alas I how often is the clasping charm rudely unlocked^ 
and the- numbing spell thawed, when we hear these 
angels speak I We wonder that so much harshneaa 
can be united with so much beauty. 

And then, again, we will meet with one, with whom 
nature has dealt leas generously in the bestowal of 
personal charms, but whose voice, soft and winning, 
comes upon as as the dew upon the hill of Hermon. 
She is idealized by her voice. We see her, not as she 
actually is, but in a transfiguring light, which softens 
and symmetrizes many an irregularity of feature and 
a disproportion of person. 

Shakspeare, who has left nothing unsaid, bears a 
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most a&ctiDg witness to tfae power of woman's Toica^ 
in tbat passage, the sublimest in its pathos which the 
literature of this world has to show, wherein the heart- 
broken and desolate old king bewails the death of his 
daughter Cordelia. By her angelio ministrations, she 
had become to him, when robbed of every earthly 
consolation and hope, the only object of interest and 
affection in the world. While bending over her life- 
less form, be mutters to himself these touching words : 

" Her Toice was ever soft, 
Qendo and ]ow ; on ezeelleot thing In wuman." 

As the Fast glinted through the distracted mind of 
the desolate &ther, nothing vibrated so musically in 
hia memory as the voice of this dear girl. With it was 
associated all her 



"LitUe, DameleM, unrememOered acta 
Of kindneM and of love." 

If the principle of criticism which I have briefly 
set forth in the First Part of this Essay be admitted, 
namely, that every literary art-product, especially 
every true poem, must be at first received in as passive 
a state as possible, that the feelings must ever be the 
pioneers of the judgment, and that to them must be 
committed the gatherii^ of material for the discursive 
understanding, it follows, tbat that reading of a poem 
which would not only mirror, but ampl'^j/ and complete 
the poetic feeling of the hearer, would be the best 
preparation that could be afforded for the afber-work 
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of analysis, and it« ultimate pvrpose^ a liigfaer and 
mora comprehensive synthesis of thought aud feeling. 

No other means in the absence of an adeq^uate ima- 
gination, (and such an imagination must be extremely 
rare,) can be employed to reveal all the aly, larking, 
and subtle elements of suggestiveneea which most be 
feU before they can be euccessfally analysed and 
grasped in their entireness. 

Yocal culture, I repeat, must go hand in hand with 
the study of Literature. The vooal expression of the 
higher Poetry, whose forms constitnte so large an 
element of the sentiment, and are in fact the very 
incimuition of the sentimeat, is as indispensable to its 
fulleat appreciation, as is the vocal or injstrumeatal 
expression of music. These forms can seldom be ima- 
gined — they must be expressed by the voice, before 
they can be fully recognized and responded to. And 
the teacher or literary lecturer, who is able to give to 
his class or his audience an adequate vocal expression 
of a poem, will thus render it more appreciable than 
if he were to preach about it in grandiloquent language 
for a week. It is vain to analyze what has not been 
feU to some extent — be it a poem or a picture, or 
whatever else demands an emotional response; and 
however limited any one's ability to feel may be, it 
should first be brought into play, and repeatedly, be- 
fore any analysis is attempted. 

It must never be forgotten that the analyffls of poetic 
forms has an end beyond itself — and that end is, to 
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widen Hpont a naoos and Tmoonaorotw rtcepthrity. To 
resolve the forma into which the Poet has cast his con- 
ceptions, into their elements, and to make these elements 
distinct objects of thooght, la not of itself enfficient to 
appreciate those forma ffisthetically — but it serves to 
nonrisfa, so to speak, tbe tinoonsciotifl and spontaneoua 
recognition and appreciation d those forms. Conscious 
aualjaia muat bloom into unconscious synthesis, or it 
feila of its end. 



OOKOLtrDlirO bEXASES. 

It vai not m; pnrpow in the preceding esr»j, to set forth an; 
principles and rules, or iat give anj special eiercises, for the cul- 
liTation of the voice. Furthermore, I hare no faith in the effi- 
cacy of the vagne generalitiee, and comcaon-place iDstructioni in 
which an author must ueceasarilj indulge, (whatever naj be 
his qualifications as aVocal PhiloBopfaer,} who is confined to the 
prescribed liniila of an Introduction to a book baring for its 
special purpose the fnraiebing ou1;r of good material for rocat 
expression. The grand science of the human roice cannot be 
cOmpreaeed into the limits of a nat-shell ; and the earnest stu- 
dent, who, in the absence of the living teacher, searches for aid 
in the few introductory pages usually devoted to elocutionary 
instruction in ordinary "Readers," will be sadly disappointed. 
If he ask for bread, he will receire a stone. He will be presented 
, with soma unintelligible jargon about " abdominal muscles," 
" throat tones," "chest tones," and "head tones;"— some grave 
faults in pronunciation wilt be pointed out to him, such as only 
the most iltiterale are guilty of; — he will be told that a paren- 
thesis should be read mure rapidly, and in a lower tone than the 
sarroundiog parts; — that nnlithcticiil words should receive dif- 
ferent inflections, that one afiection of the voice is used to «' 
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presi this kind of feeling, &nd another thai; — that he must 
pause saffioientl;^ at the «nd of a poetical Terse, to mark its ia> 
diTidualitj as a Terse, and exhibit the rhyme (advice which ho 
will probably not believe a word of, if he happens to know any-' 
thing aboat the secrets of melody) ; — that one set of sentiments, 
emotions, and passions require a high key, another a medium 
key, and another, a low key, etc., etc.; and finally, as summing 
up all, that he must read naiKit^lg, and at \f he were tpeakiag 
to some one. It would be untrue to say that all the inteoductory 
instruction in reading books amounts to no more than this — 
but it is not nntrne to say, that this is its general character. 

liOt the earnest student, who knows that " good things are dif- 
ficult," and who striTes and labours to realiKB a lofty standard of 
vocal eioellenoe, if he find not the living teacher who is able to 
meet his wants, devote himself to a reverential study of a work 
to which all writers on Elocution for the third of a centnry have 
been indebted, and to which they themselves have added tittle or 
nothing of importance, — I allude to "The Philosophy of the 
Human Voice," by Dr. James Bush, one of the greatest prodno- 
tions of Observative Science of which the present century can 
boast. The analysis exhibited in this profound work, will satisfy 
much of the curiosity of him who desires to read the history of 
his voice; "for," to adopt the words of the learned author, id 
the introduction to the first edition, " I feel assured, by the result . 
of the rigid method of observation employed throughout the in- 
quiry, that if science should ever come to one consent on this 
point, it will not differ essentially from tills record. The world 
has long asked for light on this subject. It may not choose to 
accept it now ; but having I'dty suffered its own opportunity for 
discovery to go by, it must, under any capricious postponement, 
at last receive it here. . . . Truth, wbose first steps should be 
always vigorous and alone, is often obliged to lean for support 
and progress on the arm of Time ; who then only, when su[k 
porting her, seems to have laid aside his wings." 
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WBAT IS LITBBATURBt 
BT THOHAS DK QUIKCBT. 

f|X(*H AT is it that we mean VyZiterafttrc? PopnlHiy, 
^13^ and amoagat the tlianglitles^ it is lield to io- 
clade ereTTthmg tliat is printed in a boolc. Little logio 
is reqttired to disturb ihat definititKi ; (Ite most dioDgtit' 
less person is easily made aware tliat in the idea of 
UtertUun one essential element ia, — some nJation U> s 
general and common interest aS nun, so that what i^ 
plies only to a local, or profesnonal, or merely pentnal 
interest, even thoogh presenting itself in the shape of 
a book, will not bcdong to literatuze. So tax the defi' 
nition is easily narrowed ; and it is as easily expanded. 
For not only ia ninch that taJces a station in books not; 
literatnre, bnt, inversdy, muc^ tiist reaDy ia litemtars 
never reaches a station in books. The weekly sermons 
of Christendom, tint vast pulpit literature wfai^ acts 
so extensively upt» the popalar mind, — to man, Ut 
c («) 
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aphold, to renew, to comfort, to alarm, — does not attain 
the sanctuary of libraries in the ten thouBandth part 
of its extent. The drama again, aa, for instance, the 
finest of Shakspeare's plays in England, and all lead- 
ing Athenian plays in the noontide of the Attic stage, 
operated as a literature on the public mind, and were 
(according to the strictest letter of that tenc^ ptihlished 
through the audiences that witnessed their representa- 
tion some time before they were published as things 
to be read ; and they were published in this scenical 
mode of publication with mnch more effect than they 
could have had as books, during ages of costly copyir^ 
or of costly printing. 

Books, therefore, do not suggest an idea oo-extensive 
and interchangeable with the idea of literature ; since 
mnch literature, scenic, forensic, or didactic (as &om 
lecturers and public orators), may never come into 
books ; and much that does come into books may con- 
nect itself with no literary interest But a far more 
important correction, applicable to the common vague 
idea of literature, is to be sought, — ^not so much in a 
better definition of literature, as in a sharper distinc- 
tion of the two functions which it fulfils. In that 
great social organ, which collectively we call literature, 
there may be distinguished two separate offices that 
may blend and often do so, but capable severally of a 
severe insulation, and naturally fitted for reciprocal 
repulsion. There is, first, the literature of knowledge, 
and, secondly, the literature of power. The function 
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of the first ia, to leach; the fimetion of the second i% 
to move: the ^st is a rudder, the second an oar or a 
sail. The first speaks to the mere discursive under- 
standing ; the second speaks ultimately, it may happen, 
to the higher understanding or reason, but always 
through affections of pleasure and sympathy. Remotely, 
it may travel towards an object seated in what Lord 
Bacon calls dry light; but proximately it does and 
must operate, else it ceases to be a literature of power, 
on and through that humid light which clothes itself 
in the mists and glittering iria of human passions, de- 
sires, and genial emotions. Men have so little reflected 
on the higher functions of literature, as to find it a 
paradox if one should describe it as a mean or subor- 
dinate purpose of books to give information. But this 
is a paradox only in the sense which makes it honour- 
able to be paradoxical. Whenever we talk in ordinary 
language of seeking information or gaining knowledge, 
we understand the words as connected with something 
of absolute novelty. But it is the grandeur of all truth 
which can occupy a very high place in human interests, 
that it is never absolutely novel to the meanest of 
minds : it exists eternally by way of germ or latent 
principle in the lowest as in the highest, needing to 
be developed but never to be planted. To be capable 
of transplantation is the immediate criterion of a truth 
that ranges on a lower scale. Besides which, there \a 
a rarer thing than truth, namely, potuer or deep sym- 
pathy with truth. What is the effect, for instance 

D,g,r,z»-i b, Google 



M WBA T 18 LITER A TffSSf 

upon flooie^, of oluldren? By the pity, by the ten- 
derneea, and by the peouliar modes of admiration, 
whioh connect themselTOs with the helplessness, with 
the innocence, and with the simpUcily of children, not 
only are the primal afiectiona strengthened and con- 
tinually renewed, but the qualities whioh are dearest 
in the sight of Heaven — the frailty, for instancy which 
appeals to forbearance the innocenoe whioh symbolizes 
the heavenly, and the simplicity which is most alien 
from the worldly, are kept np in perpetual remem- 
brance^ and (heir ideals are oontinaally refreshed. A 
purpose of the same nature is answered by the higher 
literature, namely, the literature of power. What do 
yon learn &om Paradise Lost ? Nothing at all. What 
do yon leam from a cookery-book ? Something new, 
Romethiog that yon did not know before, in every 
paragraph. But would you therefore put the wretched 
cookery-book on a higher level of estimation than the 
divine poem ? What you owe to Milton is not any 
knowledge, of which a million separate items are still 
but a million of advancing steps on the same earthly 
level ; what you owe, is povxr, that ia, exercise and 
expansion to your own latent capacity of sympathy 
with the infinite, where every pulse and each separate 
influx is a step upwards — a step ascending as upon a 
Jacob's ladder from earth to mysterious altitudes above 
the earth. All the steps of knowledge, from first to 
last^ earry you further on the same plane, but could 
never raise yon one foot above your aucient level of 
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earth ; whereas, the very first step in power ia a flight 
— is an ascending into another element where earth is 
forgotten. 

Were it not that hnmaa sensibilities are ventilated 
and contiuuallj called out into exercise by the great 
phenomena of infancy, or of real life aa it moves 
through chance and change, or of literature as it re- 
combines these elements in the mimicries of poetry, 
romance, kc., it is certain that, like any animal power 
or mu^ular energy falling into disuse, all such sensi- 
bilities would gradually droop and dwindle. It is in 
relation to these great moral capacities of man that the 
literature of power, as contradistinguished irom that 
of knowledge, lives and has its field of action. . . . 
The commonest novel, by moving in alliance with 
human fears and hopes, with human instincts of wrong 
and right, sustains and quickens those affections. 
Calling them into action, it rescues them from torpor. 
And hence the pre-eminency over all authors that 
vnerely teach, of the meanest that moves; or that teaches, 
if at all, indirectly by moving. The very highest work 
that has ever existed in the literature of knowledge is 
but a proviaio'nal work : a book upon trial and suffer- 
ance, and quamdiu bene ae gesserit. Let its teaching be 
even partially revised, let it be but expanded, nay 
even let its teaching be but placed in a better order, 
and instantly it is superseded. Whereas the feeblest 
works in the literature of power, surviving at all, sur- 
vive as finished and unalterable amongst men. For 

D,g,nz»-i b, Google 



M WHAT IS LITSRATUMSf 

xtttAaaae, the Prindpia of Sir Isaac Ne^rton was a ImkA 
MtttoNt oa eattb fimn the firsL In all sti^^ of its 
progress it would have to fight for its existence ; first, 
ft& regards absolute tmth ; aecondl^, when that combat 
is over, as regards its &rm of mode of preaeating the 
trtith. And as soon as a I^' Place, or anybody ela^ 
builds higher upon the foundalioDs kid by Uiis book, 
effectually he throws it out of the suushioe ioto decay 
and daiknesB; by weapons wod from this book he 
saperaniiuatea and destroys this book, so that sooo 
the name (^ Kewtoa rrniains, as a mere nonweu vanbra, 
bat his bo<^, as a living power, has traasmigrated into 
other forma. Kov, on th& oontrary, the Iliad, the Fro- 
metheoa <^ .^schylus, — the OtheUo or King Iiear, — 
the Hamlet or Maebeth, — and the Paradise Lost, are 
not railitent bat triumphant forever as kmg as the 
lango&ges exist in which they ^eak w can be taught 
to qieek. They never eon transmigrate into new in- 
oaroatioBS. To leprodnce that in new jEbrnuv or varia- 
tioQ^ even, if in aome things they should be impronred, 
would be to plagiarize. A good steam-engine k pro- 
perly sup^seded by a better. But one lovely pastoral 
valley is not superseded by aoother, nor a statiK of 
Praxilelea by a statue of Michael Angelo. Thestt 
things are not separated by imparity, but by disparity.. 
They are b<4 thought of aa unequal under the same 
Btasdard, but as different in kirui, and as equal under a 
different standard. Human works of immortal beauty 
and works: of oatare in one respect stand on the sama 
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footing: tlie^ never absolotelj repeat each other; 
nerer approach so near aa not to difibr; and they 
di^r not aa better and vrora^ or sunplj by more and 
less ; they differ by andecipherable and inconmmniea* 
ble di£Eerences, that cannot be caagfat by mimicriea, 
nor be reflected in the mirror of copies nor become 
p<»iderable in the scales of vulgar comparison, 

.... At this hour, five hundred years since their 
creation, the tales of Chaucer, nerer equalled on this 
earth for their tenderness, and for life rf picturesqoe- 
ness^ are read &miliarly by many in the charming Ian- 
gti^e of their natal day, and by others in the mo- 
dernizations of Dryden, of Pope, and Wordsworth. 
At this hour, one thousand eight hundred years since 
their ereatioo, the Pagan tales of Ovid, never equalled 
tm this earth for the gayety of their movement and 
the capricions graces of their narrative, are read by 
aD Christendom. This man's people and their monn- 
ments are dost ; but he is aKve : he has survived then^ 
as he told ua that he had it in his commission to do, 
by a thousand years ; " and shall a thousand more;" 

All the literature <^ knowledge builds only grotmd- 
nests, that are swept away by floods, or confounded by 
the plough ; but the literature of power builds nests 
in aerial altitudes of temples sacred &oni violation, or 
of forests inaccessible to iiaud. Thit is a great pre- 
rogative of the p(noer literatnre ; and it is a greater 
which lies in the mode of its influence. The hwioledse 
literature, li]c« fh^ fuhioQ of this vorld, passetb awaj. 
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Ad Encyolopfedia is its abstract ; and; in this respect, 
it may be taken for its speaking symbol, that, before 
one generation Has passed, an Encyclopaedia is super- 
annuated ; for it speaks through the dead memory and 
unimpassioned understanding, which have not the rest 
of higher feoulties, but are continually enlarging and 
varying their phylacteries. But all literature, properly 
BO called — literature wx ^Jox^v,* for the very same 
reason that it is so much more durable than the litera- 
ture of knowledge — is (and by the very same propor- 
tion it is) more intense and electrically searching in 
its impressions. The directions in which the tragedy 
of this planet has trained our human feelings to play, 
and the combinations into which the poetry of this 
planet has thrown our human passions of love and 
hatred, of admiration and contempt, exercise a power 
bad or good over human life, that cannot be contem- 
plated, when stretching through many generations, 
without a sentiment allied to awct And of this let 

* Par exedUnee, pre-eininentlj. 

t The reason why the broad disUnctionB between the two lite- 
rature!! of power and knowledge so little fix the atteation. Ilea in 
the fact, that a Tast proportion of books — history, biography, 
travels, miscellaneous essays, Ac. — lyins in a middle Eone, con- 
fbund these distinctions by interblending them. All that we call 
" amusement" or " entertain men t," is a diluted form of the power 
l>elonging to passion, and also a mixed form ; and where threads 
of direct inatruction intermingle in the texture with these threads 
of power, this absorption of the duality into one representative 
miance neutraliies the separate percepUon of either. Fused into 
% iertium quid, or neutral state, they disappear to the popular 
eja as the repelling forces, which in fact they are. 
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evtTj one he asanred — ^thftt lie owes to the impassioned 
books which he has read, many a thousand more of 
emotions than he can coasciouslj trace back to them. 
Dim by their origination, these emotions yet arise in 
him, and mould him through life like the foi^tten 
inoidents of childhood. 



ON TBB REFINING AND ELETATINO 
INFLUENCE OF POETBT. 

BT VILLIAU BLLBRT OHANNING. 

rrir *E beliere that poetry, far from injuring society, 
Tafe/ ia one of the great instruments of its reficement 
and exaltation. It lifts the mind above ordinary life^ 
gives it a respite from depressing cares, and awakens 
the consciousness of its afBnity with what is pure and 
noble. In its legitimate and highest efforts, it has the 
same tendency and aim with Christianity, — that is, to 
spiritnalize our nature. True, poetry has been made 
the instrument of vice, the pander of bad passions; 
bat when genius thus stoops, it dims its fires, and 
parts with much of its power ; and even when poetry 
is enslaved to licentiousness and misanthropy, she can* 
not wholly forget her true vocation. Strains of pure 
feeling, touches of tenderness, images of innocent hap- 
piness, sympathies with what is good in our nature^ 
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bursts of scorn or indignation at the hollowness of the 
world, passages true to our moral nature, olteu escape 
in an immoral work, and show us how hard it is for a 
gifted spirit to divorce itself wholly from what is good. 
Foetrj- has a natural alliance with our best affections. 
It delights in the beauty and sublimity of outward 
natnre and of the soul. It indeed portrays with terri- 
ble energy the excesses of the passions ; hut they are 
passions which show a mighty nature, which arc ftill 
of power, which command awe, and excite a deep 
though shuddering sympathy. Its great tendency and 
purpose is to carry the mind beyond and above the 
beaten, dusty, weary walks of ordinary life ; to lift it 
into a purer element, and to breathe into it more pro- 
found and generous emotion. It reveals to ua the 
loveliness of nature, brings back the freshness of 
youthful feeling, revives the relish of simple pleasures, 
keeps unquenched the enthusiasm which warmed the 
spring-time of our being, refines youthful love, 
strengthens our interest in human nature by vivid 
delineations of its tenderest and loftiest feelings, 
spreads our sympathies over all classes of society, 
knits us by new ties with universal being, and, through 
the brightness of its prophetic visions, helps faith to 
lay hold on the future life. 

"We are aware that it is objected to poetry that it 
gives wrong views and excites false expectations of 
life, peoples the mind with shadows and illusions, and 
builds np imagination on the ruins of wisdom. That 
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tbeie 13 a vlsclom against which poetry wars — the 
wisdom of the senaea, which makes physical comfort 
and gratifioation the supreme good, and wealth the 
chief interest of life — ^we do not deny ; nor do we deem 
it the least service which poetry renders to mankind, 
that it redeems them from the thraldom of this earth- 
bom pmdence. Bat, passing over this topic, we would 
observe that the complaint against poetry, as aboond- 
ing in illosion and deception, is, in the main, ground- 
less. In many poems there is more of truth than in 
many histories and philosophic theories. The flctiona 
of genius are often the vehicles of the sublimest veri- 
ties, and its flashes often open new regions of thought^ 
and throw new light on the mysteries of our being. 
In poetry, the letter is falsehood, but the spirit is often 
profoondest wisdom. And if truth thus dwells in the 
boldest fictions of the poet, much more may it be ex- 
pected in his delineations of life; for the present life, 
which is the first stage of the immortal mind, aboonda 
in the materials of poetry, and it is the highest offioa 
of the bard to detect this divine element among the 
grosser pleasures and labours of our earthly being. 
The present life is not wholly prosaic, precise, tame, 
and finite. To the gifted eye it abounds in the poetic. 
The affections which spread beyond ourselves, and 
stretch far into futurity ; the workings of mighty pas- 
sions, which seem to arm the soul with an almost 
superhuman energy; the innocent and irrepressible 
joy of infancy ; the bloom, and buoyancy, and dazzli ng 
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lopes of youth ; the throbbinga of tbe heart when it 
first wakes to love, and dreams of a happiness too tbsi 
for earth; woman, with her beau^, and graces and 
geutleuees, and fulness of feeling, and depth of affec- 
tion, and her bloahea of puritj, and the tones and 
looks whioh only a mother's heart can inspire — ^these 
are all poetical. It ia not true that the poet paints a 
life which does not exist. He onlj extracts and oon> 
oentrates, as it were, life's ^weal essuic^ arrests and 
condenses its volatile fragrance^ bringB tt^ether its 
scattered beautiei^ and prolongs its more refined bat 
evanescent joys ; and in this he does well ; for it is 
good to feel that life is not wholly nsorped by caj-cs 
for Bobsistence and physical gratifications, but admitfl, 
in measures which may be indefinitely «ilarged, senti- 
ments and delights worthy of a higher being. This 
power of poetry to refine our views of life and h^pi- 
nesa is more and more needed as society advances. It 
is needed to withstand the eneroschmeDts of heaitiess 
and artificial manners, which make civilization so 
tame and uninteresting. It is needed to ooanteract 
the tendency <^ physical atienc^ which — being now 
Booght, not, as formerly, for intellectual gratiflcatioor 
bnt iar multiplying bodily comfints — requires a new 
development oS. imaginatuHt, tast€^ and poetiy, to pvs' 
serve men fioia sinking into an earthly, material, 
epicurean li& 
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THE CBURCB OF BROU. 
BT MATTHEW ARNOLD. 

I. 

THB CASTLB. 

^^OWTf the Savoy vallejra soanding^ 
^fj. Eohoing round this castle old, 
'Mid the distant mountain chalets, 
Hark I what bell for church is toll'd ? 



In the bright October morning. 
Savoy's Doke had left his bride ; 

From the Oastle, past the drawbridge^ 
Flow'd the hunter's merry tide. 

Steeds are neighing, gallants glittering; 

Gay, her smiling lord to greets 
From her mnllion'd chamber casement 

Smiles the Duchess Marguerite. 

Prom Vienna by the Danube 
Here she came, s bride, in spring ; 

Now tbe autumn crisps the forest^ 
Hnutera gather, bugles ring. 
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HoQuds are pulling, priokera swearing, 
Horses iret, and boar-spears glance : 

Off I — They sweep the marshy fore&te. 
Westward, on the side of France. 

Hark ! the game's on foot ; they scatter :— 

Down the forest ridings lone, 
Furious, single horsemen gallop ; 

Harkl a shout— a crash — agroani 

Pale and breathless, came the hunter^ 
On the turf dead lies the boar ; 

QoA\ the Duke lies strctch'd beside him- 
Senseless, weltering in his gore. 



In the dnll October cTening, 
Down the leaf-strewn forest road. 

To the Oastle, past the drawbridge, 
Came the hunters with their load. 

In the hall, with sconces blazing, 

Ladies waiting round her seat, 
Cloth'd in smiles, beneath the dai^ 

Sate the Duohees Marguerite. 

Hark I below the gatee unbarring [ 
Tramp c^ men and qnidi oommands I 

" — ^"T is my lord ccone back from huatioj^'V'*- 
And the Du^tess daps heir band^> 
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Slow and tired came tike haatent 
Stopp'd in darkneea in the oourt; 

" — Ho, this way, ye laggard hunterdl 
To the hall! What apoft, what sport ?*-- 

Slow they enter'd with their Master, 
In the hall they laid him down: 

Oa hie ooat were leaves and blood-stain^ 
On hia brow an angry frown. 

Dead her princely youthliil husband 

Lay before his youthful wife : 
Bloody, 'neath the flaring sconces, 

And the sight froee all her life. ^ 

In Vienna, by the Danube, 

Kings hold revel, gallants meet ; 

Gay of old amid the gayest 
Was the Duchess Marguerite. 

In Vienna, by the Danube, 

Feast and dance her youth beguil'd ; 
Till that hour she never sorrow'd. 

But from then she never amil'd. 

'Mtd the Savoy mountain valleys 
Far from town or haunt of man. 

Stands a lonely church, unfinish'd. 
Which the Duchess Maud began, 
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Old, tb&t Daobeas Bteni began it, 
Id graj age, with palsied Iiands ; 

Bat she died as it was building. 
And the Church uufiuish'd stands ; 

Stands as erst the builders left it, 

When she sunk into het grave ; 
Mountain greensward paves the chanoel, 

Harebella flower in the nave. 

•In my Castle all is sorrow," — 
Said the Duohess Maignerite then, 

''Guide me, vassals, to the mountains I 
We win build the cbnrch again." — 

Sandall'd pahners, faring homeward, 
AoBtrian knights from Syria oame : 

"Austrian wanderers brin^ O warders, 
Homage to your Anstrian dame." 

Vtoia. the gate the warders answer'd, 
" Oone, knight^ is she you knew ; 

Dead our Duke, and gone his Ducheas. 
Seek her at the Church of Broa." 

Austrian knights and march-worn palmers 
Climb the winding mountain way ; 

Beach the valley, where riie fabric 
Bises higher day by day. 
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Stones are sawing, hammers ringing ; 

On the work the bright sun shines ; 
In the Savoy mountain meadows, 

By the stream, below the pines. 

On her palfrey white, the Buchesa 
Sate and watch'd her working train ; 

Flemish carvers, Lombard gilder^ 
German masons, smiths from Spain. 

Clad in black, on her white palfrey, 

Her old architect beside — 
There they found her in the nKmntaiiu^ 
~ Mom, and noon, and eventide. 

There she sate, and watch'd the buildMi^ 
Till the Church was roof d and doM ; 

Last of all, the builders rear'd her 
Li the nave a tomb'of stone. 

On the tomb two forms they sculptur'd. 

Lifelike in the marble pale ; 
On^ the Doke, in helm and armour, 

One, the Duchess, in her veil. 

Eooad the tomb the caiVd stone fret-work 

Was at Easter tide put on ; 
Then the Duchess closed her labonra 

And she died at the St. John, 
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Upon the glisteniDg leaden roof 
Of the new Pile, the sunlight shines ; 
The stream goes leaping hj. 
The hills are clotb'd with pines sun-proo^ 
'Mid bright green fields, below the pinea. 
Stands the Church on high. 
What Church is this, from men aloof 7 
" Tia the Church of Brou. 

At sunrise, from their dewy lair. 
Crossing the stream, the kine are seen 
Round the wall to stray ; 
The churchyard wall that clips the square 
Of sharen hill-sward trim and green. 
Where last year they lay. 
But all things now are order'd fair 
Bound the Church of Brou. 

On Sundays, at the matin chime, 
The Alpine peasants, two and threes 
Climb up here to pray. 
Burghers and dames, at summer^s prim^ 
Eide out to church from Chambery, 
Dight with mantles gay. 
But else it is a lonely time 
Bound tb? Cl)nrch of Brou. 
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On Sundays, too, ft priest doth come 
From the wall'd town beyond the pass, 
Down the mountain way. 
And then yoo hear the organ's hum, 
You hear the white-rob'd priest say maaa. 
And the people pray. 
But else the woods and fields are dumb 
Bonnd the Church of Brou. 

And after church, when mass 13 don^ 
The people to the nave repair, 
Bound the tomb to stray, 
And marvel at the Forms of stone, 

And praise the chisell'd broideries rar^ 
Then they drop away. 
The Princely pair are left alone 
In the Church of Brou. 

III. 
THB TOMB. 

So rest, forever rest, O Princely Pair I 
In your high Church, 'mid the still mountain air. 
Where born, and hound, and vassals, never come. 
Only the blessed Saints are smiling dumb, 
From the rich painted windows of the nave, 
On aisle, and transept, and your marble grave : 
Where thou, young Prince, shalt never more arise 
FrOfl} the fVing'd mattress where thy Duchess lies 
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On antnnm morninga, irben tlia bogle auudd^ 
And ride lurosa the drawbridge vitb thy bounds 
To bunt tbe boar in the crisp woods till eve. 
And thou, O Princess, sholt no more receive 
Thou and thy ladies, in the hall of Btat^ 
The jaded hunters with their blood; freight, 
Come benighted to the castle gate. 

So sleep, forever sleep, O Marble Pair 1 
And if ye wake, let it be then, when fair 
On the carv'd "Western Front a flood of light 
Streams from tbe setting sun, and colours bright 
Prophets, transfigur'd Saints, and Martyrs brav^ 
In the vast western window of the nave j 
And on the pavement round tbe Tomb there glints 
A chequer-work of glowing sapphit^ tints^ 
And amethyst and ruby ; — then unclose 
Your eyelids on the stone where ye repose. 
And from your broider'd piUows lift your heads. 
And rise upon your cold white marble beds, 
And looking down on the warm rosy tints 
That chequer, at your feet, the illumin'd flints, 
Say — " "What is this ? We are in bliss — ^forgiven — 
Behold the pavement of the courts of Heaven I" — 
Or let it be on autumn nights, when r^n 
Doth rustlingly above your beads complain 
On the smooth leaden roof, and on the walls 
Shedding her pensive light at intervals 
The moon through the clere-story windows shinei^ 

And the wind washes in the mountain pines. 
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Then, gazing np tbrougli the dim pillara high, 

The foliag'd marble forest where ;e lie^ 

" Htish" — ye will say — " it is eternity j 

This is the glimmering verge of Heaven, and these 

The columns of the Heavenly Palaces." 

And in the sweeping of the wind your ear 

The passage of the Angels' wings will hear. 

And on the lichen-crusted leads above, 

The rustle of the eternal rain of Love. 



DESCRIPTION OF A COUNTRY GENTLE. 
MAN OF TBE SEVENTEENTS CENTURY. 

BY THOKAS BABINOTON UACAVLAT. 

(TT^S should be much mistaken if we pictured to 
Tsfe/ ourselves the squires of the seventeenth century 
as men bearing a close resemblance to their descendants^ 
the county members and chairmen of quarter sessions 
with whom we are familiar. The modem country 
gentleman generally receives a liberal education, passes 
from a distinguished school to a distinguished college, 
and has every opportunity to become an excellent 
scholar. He has generally seen something of foreign 
countries. A considerable part of his life has gener- 
ally been passed in the capital ; and the refinements 
of the capital follow him into the country. Tberp 
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perhaps Ho clou of dwellings so pleosiiig as the mra) 
seats' of the English gentry. In the parks and plea- 
sure grounds, nature, dressed, yet not disguised by 
art, wears her most alluring form. In the buildings, 
good sense and good taste combine to produce a 
happy union of the comfortable and the gracefuU The 
pictures, the mosioal instruments, the library, would 
in any other country be considered as proving the 
on-Qer to be an eminently polished and accomplished 
man. A country gentleman who witnessed the revo- 
lution was probably in receipt of about a fourth part 
of the rent which his acres now yield to his posterity. 
He was, therefore, as compared with his posterity, a 
poor man, and Was generally undef the necessity of 
residing, with little interruption, on his estate. To 
travel on the continent, to maintain an establishment 
in London, or even to visit London frequently, were 
pleasures in which only the great proprietors could 
indulge. It may be confidently affirmed, that of the 
squires whose names were in King Charles's oommis- 
sions of peace and lieutenancy, not one in twenty went 
to town once in five years, or had ever in his life 
wandered so far as Paris. Many lords of manors had 
received an education differing little from that of their 
menial servants. The heir of an estate often passal 
■> his boyhood and youth at the seat of his family, with 
no better tutors than grooms and gamekeepers, and 
scarce attained learning enough to sign his name to a 
mittimus. If he went to school and to college, ho 
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generally returned before he waa twenty to the leoln- 
sioa of the old hall, and there, tiiileu bia mind waa 
very happily constituted by nature^ aooa forgot hia 
academical purauita in rural buaiaeaa and pleaaurea. 
Hia chief aerioua employment was the care of his 
property. He examined aamples of grain, handled 
piga, and on market days made bargains over a tan- 
kard with drovers and hop-merohanta. Hia ohief 
pleatiurea were commonly derived from field-aporta 
and from an unrefined sensuality. His language and 
pronunciation were auch aa we should now expect to 
hear only from the most ignorant downa. Hia oaths, 
coarse jests^ and aonrrilotia terms of abuser were 
uttered with the broadest accent of his proTiooo. It 
W^ easy to discern, froni the first words which he 
apoke> whether he came from Somersetshire or York- 
shire. He troubled himself little about decorating 
his abode, and. if he attempted decoration, seldom 
produced anything but deformity. The litter of a 
tarmyard gathered under the windows of his bed- 
chamber, and the cabbages and gooseberry bushes 
grew close to hia hall door. Hia table was loaded with 
coarse plenty, and gneatS were oordiaJly welcomed to 
it ; but, as the habit of drinking toexcesa was general 
in the class to which he belonged, and as his fortune 
did not enable him to intoxicate large assemblies daily 
with claret or canary, strong beer waa the ordinary 
beverage. The quantity of beer consumed in those 
days was indeed uiormous ; for bear then vas to the 
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middle and tover classes not only all that beer now i^ 
but all that wine, tea, and ardent epirita now are. It 
was only at great houses or on great occasions that 
foreign drink was placed on the board. The ladies 
of the house, whose bosinesa it had commonly been 
to cook the repast, retired as soon as the dishes had 
been devoured, and left the gentlemen to their ale and 
tobacco. The coarse jollity of the afternoon was 
often prolonged till the revellers were laid under the 
table. 

It was very seldom that the country gentleman 
caught glimpses of the great world, and what he saw 
of it tended rather to confuse than to enlighten his 
understanding. His opinions respecting religion, 
government, foreign countries, and former times, hav- 
ing been derived, not from study, from observation, 
or from conversation with enlightened companions, 
but from snob traditions as were current in his own 
small circle, were the opinions of a child. He adhered 
to them, however, with the obstinacy which is gener- 
ally found in ignorant men accustomed to be fed with 
flattery. His animosities were numerous and bitter. 
He hated Frenchmen and Italians, Scotchmen and 
Irishmen, papists and Presbyterians, Independents and 
Baptists, Quakers and Jews. Towards London and 
Londoners he felt an aversion which more than once 
produced important political effects. His wife and 
daughter were in tastes and acquirements below a 
housekeeper or a stiUroom maid of the present day. 
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They stitched and apun, brewed gooseberry win^ 
cured murigolda, and mode the crust for the Tenistm 
pasty. 



A RILL i'SOX THE TO WIT PUMP. 



BY NATHAKIBI. HAWTHOBIfE. 

iixne: — The comer of two principal atreels. T/te 
Town Pump talking through its no»«. 

Jt^OON, by the north clock I Noon, by the east I 
JSet, High QOOR, too, by these hot Bunbeams, which 
fall, scarcely aslope, npon my head, and almost make the 
water bubble and smoke in the trough under my nose. 
Truly, we public characters have a toagh time of it I 
And, among all the town officers, chosen at March 
meeting, where is he that sustains, for a single year, 
the burden of such manifold duties as are imposed, in 
perpetuity, upon the Town Pump ? The title of "town 
treasurer" ia rightfully mine, as guardian of the best 
treasure that the town has. The overseers of the poor 
ought to make me their chairman, since I provide 
bountifully for the pauper, without expense to him 
that pays taxes. I am at the head of the fire-depart- 
ment, and one of the phymoians to the board of health. 
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As a keeper of the peace, all water-drinkera will qod- 
fess me equal to the constable. I perform some of the 
duties of the town clerk, by promulgatiDg public no- 
tices when they are posted on my front. To speak 
within bounds, I am the chief person of the manici- 
pality, and exhibit, moreover, an admirable pattern to 
my brother officers, by the cool, steady, upright, down- 
right, and impartial discharge of my business, and the 
constancy with which I stand td my post. Summer 
or winter, nobody seeks me in vain ; for, all day long, 
. I am seen at the busiest comer, just above the market, 
stretching out my arms to rich and poor alike ; and at 
night, I hold a lantern over my bead, both to show 
where I am, and keep people out of the gutters. 

At this sultry noontide, I am cupbearer to the 
parched populace, for whose benefit an iron goblet is 
chained to my waist. Like a dramseller on the mall 
at muster-day, I cry alond to all and sundry, in my 
plainest accents, and at the very tiptop of my voice. 
Here it is, gentlemen I Here is the good liquor 1 Walk 
up, walk up, gentlemen, walk up, walk up I Here is 
the superior stuffl. Here is the unadulterated ale of 
father Adam, — ^better than Cognac, Hollands, Jamaica, 
strong beer, or wine of any price ; here it is by the 
hogshead or the single glass, and not a cent to pay I 
Walk up, gentlemen, walk up, and help yourselves 1 

It were a pity if all this outcry should draw no 
customers. Here they come. A hot day, gentlemen ! 
Quaf^ and away again, so as* to keep yourselves in a 
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nice cool sweat. Yon, my friend, will need another 
cupful, to wash the dust out of your throat, if it be as 
thick there as it is on yoar cow-hide shoes. I nee 
that you have trudged half a score of miles to-day, 
and, like a wise man, have passed by the taverns, and 
stopped at the running brooks and well-cnrbs. Other- 
wise, betwixt heat without and fire within, you would 
have been burnt to a cinder, or melted down to nothing 
at all, iu the &3bion of a jally-fish. Drink, and make 
room for that other ^fellow, who seeks my aid to 
quench the fiery fever of last night's potations, which 
he drained from no cap of mine. Welcome, most 
rubicund sir I You and I have been great strangers, 
hitherto ; nor, to confess the truth, will my nose be 
anxious for a closer intimacy, till ftie fumes of your 
breath be a little less potent. Mercy on you, man I 
the water absolutely hisses down yonr red-hot gullet^ 
and is converted quite to steam, in the miniature 
tophet which you mistake for a stomach. Fill again, 
and tell me, on the word of an honest toper, did you 
ever, in cellar, tavern, or any kind of a dram-shop, 
spend the price of your children's food for a swig 
half BO delicious? Kow, for the first time these ten 
years, you know the flavour of cold water. Good-by ; 
and, whenever you are -thirsty, remember.that I keep 
a constant supply, at the, old stand. Who next? Oh, 
my little friend, you are let loose from school, and 
come hither to scrub your blooming fece, and drown 
the memory of certain taps of the ferule, and other 
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schoolboy trouble^ in a draught from the Town Pomp. 
Take it, pure as the current of your yoang life. Take 
it, and may your heart and tongae noTer be scorched 
with a fiercer thirst than now 1 There, my dear child, 
put down the cnp, and yield your place to this elderly 
gentleman, who treads so tenderly over the paving- 
stones, that I sospect he is afraid of breaking them. 
What I he limpa by, without bo mach aa thanking me, 
&B if my hospitable ofiEers were meant only for people 
who have no wine-cellars. Well, well, sir, — no harm 
don«, X hope I Go draw the cork, tip the decanter ; 
but, when your great toe shall set you a-roaring, it 
will be no af&ir of mine. If gentlemeb lore the 
pleasant titillation of the gout, it is all one to the 
Town Pomp. This thirsty dog, with his red tongue 
lolling oot^ does not scorn my hospitality, but stands 
on his hind legs and laps eagerly out of the trough. 
See how lightly he capers away again 1 Jowler, did 
your worship ever have the gout ? • * « 

Your pardon, good people 1 I most interrupt raj 
stream of eloquence, and spout forth a stream of water, 
to replenish the trough for this teamster and his two 
yoke of oxen, who have come from Topsfield, or some- 
where along that way. No part of my business is 
pleasanter.than the watering of cattle. Lookl how 
rapidly they lower the water-mark on the sides of the 
trough, till thei;* capacious stomachs are moistened 
with a gallon or two apiece, and they can a£Ebrd time 
to breathe it in, with sighs of calm enjoyment. Now 
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thGj roll their quiet ejea around the brim of their 
moQstroua drinking - vessel. An ox is your true 
toper. »■* » 

Ahem I Dry work, this speechifying ; especially to 
an unpractised orator. I never conceived till now 
what toil the temperance lecturers undergo for my 
sake. Hereafter they shall have the business to them- 
selves. Do, some kind Christian, pump a stroke or 
two, just to wet my whistle. Thank you, sir. My 
dear hearers, when the world shall have been regen- 
erated by my instrnmentality, you will collect your 
useless vats and liquor-casks into one great pile, and 
make a bonfire in honour of the Town Pump. And 
when I shall have decayed, like ray predecessors, then, 
if you revere my memory, Ist a marble fountain, richly 
sculptured, take my place upon the spot. Such monu- 
ments should be erected everywhere, and inscribed 
with the iiamea of the distinguished champions of my 
cause. * * * 

One o'clock 1 Kay, then, if the dinner-bell begins to 
speak, I may as well hold my peace. — Here comes a 
pretty young girl of my acquaintance, with a large stone 
pitcher for me to fill. May she draw a husband, while 
drawing her water, sa Rachel did of old 1 Hold out 
your vessel, my dear I There it is, fall to the brim ; 
80 now run home, peeping at your sweet image in the 
pitcher as you go ; and forget not, in a glass of my 
own liquor, to drink — " Success to the Town 
PumpI" 
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THE WBECK OF THE HESPEliVS. 
BY HENBT WADSWOETH LONGFELLOW.' 

fT was the schooner Hespema, 
That sailed the wintry sea; 
And the akipper had taken' his little daughter, 
To hear him company. 

Blue were her eyes as the fairy flax, 

Her cheeks like the dawn of day, 
And her hosom white as the hawthorn buds 

That <ype in the month of May, 

The skipper he stood beside the helm, 

His pipe was in his mouth ; 
And he watched how the reering flaw did blow 

The smoke, now west, now south. ' 

Then up and spake an old sailor 

Had sailed the Spanish Main, 
"I pray thee, put into yonder port, 

For I fear a harricane. 

"Last ni^t the moon had a golden rin^ 

And to-night no moon we see." 
The skipper he blew a whiff from his pipe, 

And a scornful tangb laughed be. 
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Colder and loader blev the mod, 

A gale from tbe north-east; 
Tlie snow fell hisBing in the brine^ 

And tbe billows frotbed like yeast. 

Down came the storm, and smote amain 

The vessel in its strength ; 
She sbaddered and paused like a Mgbted steed, 

Then leaped her cable's length. 

" Come hither, come bither, my little daaghter, 

And do not tremble so ; 
For I can weather the roughest gale 

That ever wind did blow." 



He wrapped her warm in his seaman's ooa^ 

Against the stinging blast; 
ne cut a rope from a broken spar 

And boand her to the mast. 

" O father, I hear the church bells ring ; 

O, say, what may it be?" 
'"Tis a fog-bell, on a rock-bound coast;" 

And he steered for the open sea. 

" O father, I hear the sonnd of guns ; 

O, say, what may it be?" 
"Some ship in distress, that cannot lire 

In snch an angry sea," 
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"O &ther, I see a gleaming light: 

O, Bay, what may it be?" 
Bat the &tlier ansTered never a word : 

A frozen coTpse was be. 

Lashed to the helm, all stiff and stark, 
With his &ce turned to the skies, 

The lantern gleamed, through the gleaming sqot. 
On his fixed and glassy eyes. 

Then the maideti clasped her hands and prayed 

That B&vkA. she might be; 
And she thought of Christ, who stilled the ware 

On the Lake of Galilee. 

And fast throngh the midnight, dark and drear, 
Through the whistling sleet and snow, 

Like a sheeted ghost the vessel swept 
Towards the reef of Norman's Woe.* 

And ever, the fitful gusts between, 

A sonnd came from the land; 
It was the sound of the trampling sur£ 

On the rocks and the hard sea sand. 

The breakers were right beneath her bowa ; 

She drifted a dreary wreck; 
And a whooping billow swept the crew, 

Like icicles, from her deck. 

* A reef of rooka on ihe northern coast of Haasuhnsetti^ be- 
tween UoDoheflter ^d QlonosBter. 
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She struck where the white and fleecy wsTea 

Itooked soft as carded wool; 
Bat the cruel rocks thej gored her side 

Like the horns of an angry bull. 

Her rattlii^ shrouds, all sheathed in io^ 

With the masts, went by the board; 
Iiike a vessel of glass she stove and sank : 

Hoi Hoi the breakers roared. 

• *««»*• 
At daybreak, ^n the bleak sea beach, 

A fisherman stood aghast 
To see the form of a maiden fair 

Lashed close to a drifting mast. 

The salt sea wfis frozen on her breaaty 

The salt tears in her eyes; 
And he saw her hair, like the brown seaweed, 

On the billows &11 and rise. 

Such was the wreck of the Hespema, 
In the midnight and the snow: 

Christ save us all from a death like this, 
On the reef of Norman's Woe. 
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SQUIRE BULL AND SIS SON J ON A THAN. 
BY JAKBS EIREE FAULDIKQ. 

fOHN BULL was a choleric old fellow, who held 
a good manor in the middle of a great mill-pond, 
and which, by reason of its being qoite surrounded by 
water, was generally called Bullock Island. Bull was 
an ingenious man, an exceedingly good blacksmith, a 
dexterous cutler, and a notable weaver and pot-baker 
besides. He also brewed capital porter, ale, and small 
beer, and was in fact a sort of Jack-of-all-trades, and 
good at each. In addition to these, he was a hearty 
fellow, an excellent bottle-companion, and passably 
honest as times go. 

But what tarnished all these qualities was a very 
quarrelsome, overbearing disposition, which was al- 
ways getting him into some scrape or other. The 
truth is, he never heard of a quarrel going on among 
his neighbours, but hia fingers itched to be in the 
thickest of them ; so that he was hardly ever seen 
without a broken head, a black eye, or a bloody nose. 
Such was Squire Bull, as he was commonly called by 
the country-people his neighbours, — one of those 
odd, testy, grumbling, boasting old codgers, that never 
get credit for what they are, because they are alvfaya 
pretending to be what they are not 
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The Bqnire was as tight & hand to deal with in doors 
as out ; sometimes treating bis &iQiIy as if thej were 
not the same flesh and blood, when th^ happened to 
differ with him in certain matters. One day be got 
into a dispute with his joangest son Jonathan, who 
was familiarly called Bbothbb Jokathan, about whe- 
ther charches ought to be called churches or meeting- 
honaes, and whether steeples were not an abomination. 
The squire, either having the worst of the argument, 
or being natnrally impatient of contradiction, (X can't 
tell which,) fell into a great passion, and swore he 
would physio such notions out of the boy's noddle. 
So be went to some of his doctors and got them to draw 
up a prescription, made up of thirty-nine differerU arOelea, ■ 
many of them bitter enough to some palates. This he 
tried to make Jonathan swallow, and, finding he made 
villanons wry faces, and would not do it, fell upon 
him and beat him like fury. After this, he made the 
house so disagreeable to him, that Jonathan, though 
as hard as a pine-knot, and as tough as leather, could 
bear it no longer. Taking his gun and his aze, he put 
himself in a boat and paddled over the mill-pond to 
some new lands to which thS squire pretended some 
sort of claim, intending to settle them, and build a 
meeting-house without a steeple as soon as he grew 
rich enough. 

When he gnt over, Jonathan found that the land 
was quite in a state of nature, covered with wood, and 
inhabited by nobody but wild beasts. 'Bu^ being a 
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lad of mettlfl, he took Ua axe on one shoulder, uid 
his guD on the other, marched into the thickest of the 
vood, and, clearing a place, bailt a log hat. Porsning 
hia laboara, and handling his axe like a notable wood- 
man, he, in a few years, cleared the land, which ha 
laid out into thirteen good farms ; and, building him- 
self a fine frame house, about half finished, began to 
be quite snug and comfortable. 

But Squire Bull, who was getting old and stingy, 
and, besides, was in great want of money, on account 
of his having lately been made to pay swinging 
damages for assaulting his neighbour^ and breaking 
their heads, — the sqnire, I say, finding Jonathan was 
getting well to do in the world, began to be very much 
troubled about his welfare; so he demanded that 
Jonathan should pay him a good rent for the land 
which he had cleared and made good for something. 
He trumped up I know not what claim agiunat him, 
and, under different pretences, managed to pocket all 
Jonathan's honest gains. In &ct, the poor lad had not 
a shilling left for holiday occasions ; and, had it not 
been for the filial respect he felt for the old man, he 
would certainly have refiised to submit to such im- 
positions. 

But, for all this, in a little time Jonathan grew up 
to he very lai^e of his age, and became a tall, stouV 
double-jointed, broad-footed cub of a fellow, awkward 
in his gait, and simple in his appearance, but showing 
a lively, shrewd look, and having the promise of great 
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strength when he should get his fall growth. He was 
rather an odd-looking chap, in truth, and had manj 
qi]eer ways ; bat everybody that had seen John Bull 
saw a great likeness between them, and swore he was 
John's own hoy, and a true chip of the old block. 
Like the old squire, he was apt to be blustering and 
saucy, but in the main was a peaceable sort of care- 
less fellow, that would quarrel with nobody, if yoa 
only let him alone. 

While Jonathan was outgrowing bis strength. Ball 
kept on picking his pockets of every penny he could 
BCrape together ; till at last one day when the squire 
was even more than usually pressing in his demands^ 
which he accompanied with threats, Jonathan started 
np in a farioas passion, and threw the tea- kettle at 
the old man's head. The choleric Bull was hereupon 
exceedingly enraged ; and, after calling the poor lad 
an undutifiil, ungrateful, rebellious rascal, seized him 
by the collar, and forthwith a furious scuffle ensued. 
This lasted a long time; for the squire, though in 
years, was a capital boxer, and of most excellent bot- 
tom. At last, however, Jonathan got him under, and, 
before he would let him up, made him sign a paper 
giving up all claim to the farms, and acknowledging 
the fee-simple to be in Jonathan forever. 
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THE ALPINE SHEEP. 



BT MHS. MAHIA WHITB LOWELL. 



Tf »HEN on my ear your loss waa knell'd 
T0y And tender sympathy upburst, 
A little spring from memory well'd, 
Wliich once had q^uench'd my bitter thirst, 

And I was fain to bear to you 

A portion of its mild relief. 
That it might be a healing dew. 

To steal acme fever from your grief. 

After our child's untroubled breath 

TJp to the Father took its way, 
And CD our home the shade of Death 

Ijike a long twilight haunting lay, 

And friends came round, with us to weep 

Her little spirit's swifl remove, 
The story of the Alpine sheep 
Was told to ua by one we love. 
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They, in the valley's sheltering care, 
Soon crop the meadow's tender prime, 

And whea the sod grows brown and bare, 
The shepherd strives to make them climb 

To airy shelves of pasture green. 

That hang along the moantain's sid^ 

Where grass and flowers together lean, 

And down through mists the sunbeams slide. 

But naught can tempt the timid things 
The steep and rugged path to try. 

Though sweet the shepherd calls and singf^ 
And aear'd below the pastures lie, 

Till in his arms his lambs he takes, 

Along the dizzy verge to go: 
Thei^ heedless of the rifts and breaks 

They follow on o'er rock and snow. 

And in these pastures, lifted fair. 
More dewy-soft than lowland mead. 

The shepherd drops his tender care. 
And sheep and lambs together feed. 

This parable, by Nature breathed, 
Blew on me as the south wind free 

O'er frozen brooks that flow unsheathed 
From icy thraldom to the sea. 
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A blisaful vision throogh tbe night 
"Would all my happy seoaes sw&j 

Of the Good Shepherd on the height 
Or climbing np the starry way, 

Holding our little lamb asleep, 
Whil^ like the murmur of the aea, 

Sounded that voice along the deep. 
Saying, "Aria^ and follow me." 



BY N. p. WILLIS. 

fHE Spring is here, the delicate-footed May, 
With its slight fingers full of leaves and 
flowers, 
And with it comes a thirst to be away, 

Wasting in wood-paths its voluptuous hours: 
A feeling that is like a sense of wings, 
Bestless to soar above ihese perishing things. 

We pass out from the city's feverish hum, 
To find reiVeshment in the silent woods; 

And Nature, that is beautiful and dumb, 
Like a cool sleep upon the pulses broods: 
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Yet even there a restless thought will steal, 
To teach the indolent heart it still miut feeL 

Strange, that the audihie stillness of the noon, 
The waters tripping with their silver feet, 

The tarning to the light of leaves id June, 
And the light whisper as their edges meet: 

Strange, that thej fill not, with their tranciuil tone^ 

The spirit^ walking in their midst alone. 

There's no contentment in a world like this, 
Save in forgetting the immortal dream; 

We may not gaze upon the stars of bliss. 
That through the cloud-rifts radiantly stream; 

Bird-like, the prisoned soul will lift its eye. 

And pine till it is hooded from the sky. 



BEST METHOD OF BEADING. 
BY HBNET BEBD. 

fT is not unfrequently thought that the true guid- 
ance for habits of reading is to be looked for in 
prescribed courses of reading, pointing out the books 
to he read, and the order of proceeding with them. 
Now, while this external guidance may, to a certain 
extwlv be uaefol, I do belieye that an el^bQTftfeiypn-' 
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scribed course of reading would be found Qeitber de- 
sirable nor practicable. It does not leave freedom 
enough to tlie morementa of the reader's own miud ; 
it does not g^ye free enough scope to choice. Our 
oommumon with bookc^ to be intelligent, must be 
more or lesa spontaneous. It is not possible to antici- 
pate how or when an, interest may be awakened in 
some particiUar subject or author, and it would be far 
better to break away from the prescribed list of book% 
in order to follow out that interest while it is a thought- 
ful impulse. It would be a sorry tameness of intellect 
that would not, sooner or later, work its way out of 
the track of the best of any such prescribed courses. 
This is the reason, do doubt, why they are so seldom 
attempted, and why, when attempted, they are so apt 
to fail. 

It may be asked, however, whether every thing is 
to be left to chance or caprice ; whether one is to read 
what accident puts in the way, — what happens to be 
reviewed or talked about. Nol far from it: there 
would, in this, be no more exercise of rational wH], 
than in the other process: in truth, the slavery to 
chance is a worse evil than slavery to authority. So 
ar as the origin of a taste for reading can be traced 
in the growth of the mind, it will be found, I think, 
mostly in the mind's own prompting ; and the power 
thus engendered is, like all other powers in our being, 
to be looked to as something to be cultivated and 
chastened, m^ f^WO TtB disciplined freedom will prove 
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more and more its own safest guide. It will provide 
itself with more of philosophy thftn it is aware of is 
its choice of books, and will the better uaderstand its 
relative virtues. On the other hand, I apprehend that 
often a taste for reading is quenched by rigid and in- 
judicious prescription of books in which the mind 
takes no interest, can assimilate nothing to itself and 
recognises no progress but what the eye takes count 
of in the reckoning of pages it has travelled over. It 
lies on the mind, unpalatable, heavy, undigested food. 
Bat reverse the process ; observe or engender the in- 
terest as best you may, in the yoang mind, and then 
work with that, — expanding, cultivating, chasten- 
ing it 



A LITERABY CRITICISM. 
BY JOSEPH DSNNIB. 

Jack and Gill 

Went up a hill. 
To fetch a bucket of water ; 

Jack fell down 

And broke hia orown. 
And Oill oame tnmbling after. 

^O^ONG critical writers, it is a common remark 
^(!V that the fashion of the times has often given a 
temporary reputation to performances of very little 
[][)9ril> ^nd neglected those much more deserving of 
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applAQse.' I therefore rejoice that it has iallen to mj 
lot to rescue from neglect this inimitable poem ; for, 
vhatever may be my diffidence, as I shall pursue the 
'manner of the most eminent critics, it is scarcely pos- 
sible to err. The fastidious reader will doubtless 
smile when he is informed that the work, thus highly 
praised, is a poem consisting only of four luies ; but 
as there is no reason why a poet should be restricted 
in his number of verses, as it would be a very sad 
misfortune if every rhymer were obliged to write a 
long as well as a bad poem, and more particularly as 
these verses contain more beauties than we often find 
in a poem of four thousand, all objections to its brevity 
should cease. I must, at the same time, acknowledge 
that at first I doubted in what class of poetry it should 
be arranged. Its extreme shortness, and its uncom- 
mon metre, seemed to degrade it into a ballad ; but its 
interesting subject, its unity of plan, and, above all, 
its having a beginning, middle, and an end, decide its 
claim to the epic rank. I shall now proceed, with the 
candor, though not with the acuteness, of a good critic, 
to analyze and display ite various excellencies. 

The opening of the poem is singularly beautiful : — 

Jack and Gill— 

The first duty of the poet ia to introduce his subject ; 
and there is nc part of poetry more difficult. "We are 
told by the great critic of antiquity that we should 

I,, n. II, Google 



A LITERARY CRITICISM. M 

avoid beginiuDg " ab ovo" bat go into the basinees at 
once. Here our author is very bappy ; for, ioHtead of 
telling OS, as an ordinary writer would have done, wHo 
were tbe ancestors of Jack and Gill, tbat the grand- 
fatber of Jack waa a respectable farmer, that bis 
mother kept a tavern at the sign of the Blue Bear, and 
that Gill's father was a justice of the peace, (once of 
tbe quorum,) together with a catalogue of undeB and 
aunts, be introduces them to us at once in their proper 
persons. 

The choice, too, of names ia not unvortby of con- 
sideration. It would doubtless have contribnted to 
tbe splendor of the poem to have endowed tbe heroes 
with long and sounding titles, which, by dazzling the 
eyes of the reader, might prevent an examination of 
the work itself These adventitious ornaments are 
justly disregarded by our author, who, by giving us 
plain Jack and Gill, has disdained to rely on extrinsie 
support. In the very choice of appellations ho ia, 
however, judicious. Had he, for instancy called the 
first character John, he might have given him more 
dignity ; but be would not so well harmonize with his 
neighboiir, to whom, in the course of the work, it will 
appear he must necessarily be joined. 

The personages being now seen, their situation is 
next to be discovered. Of this we are immediatdv 
informed in the subsequent line, when we are told 

Jack and Gill 
Went up a hill. 
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Here the imagery 13 distinct, yet the description con- 
cise. "We instantly figure to ourselves the two per- 
sons travelling up an ascent, which we may accommo- 
date to our own ideas of declivity, barrenness, rocki- 

- nees, sandiness, &€, all which, as they exercise the 
imagination, are beauties of a high order. The reader 
will pardon my presumption, if I here attempt to 
broach a new principle, which no critic, with whom I 
am acquainted, has ever mentioned. It is this, that 
poetic beauties may be divided into negative and posi- 
tive, the former consisting of towq absence of &ult, the 
latter in the presenoe of excellence ; the first of an in- 
ferior order, but requiring considerable critical acumen 
to discover them, the latter of a higher rank, but ob- 
vious to the meanest capacity. To apply the principle 
in this ease, the poet meant to inform us that two per- 
sons were going up a hill. Now, the act of going up 
a hill — although Locke would pronounce it a very 
complex idea, comprehending person, rising ground, 
troes, &o., &Ct — is an operation so simple as to need 
no description. Had the poet, therefore, told us how 
the two heroes went up, whether in a cart or a wagon, 
and entered into the thousand particulars which the 
subject involves, they would have been tedious, be- 
oause sunerfiuouB. The omission of these little inci- 

" dents, and telhug us simply that they went up the hill, 
no matttjr how, is a very high negative beauty. 

Having ascertained the names and conditions of the 
parties, the reader becomes naturally inquisitive into 
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their emploTinent, and wiahes to know whether their 
oooapatioQ is worthy of them. This laudable curioflity 
is abundantly gratified in the succeeding lines; for 

Jack and Gill 
Went ap a bill, 
To feteh a backet of water. 

Here we behold the plan gradually unfolding, a new 
scene opens to our view, and the description ia ex- 
ceedingly beautiful. "We now discover their object, 
which we were before left to conjecture. We see the 
two Mends, like Fylades and Orestes, assisting and 
cheering each other in their labours, gaily ascending 
the hill, eager to arrive at the summit, and to — fill 
their bucket. Here, too, ia a new elegance. Our 
acute author could not but observe the necessity of 
machinery, which has been so much commended by 
critics, and admired by readers. Instead, however, of 
introducing a host of gods and goddesses, who might 
have only impeded the journey of his heroes, by the 
intervention of the bucket, — which is, as it ought to 
be, simple and conducive to the progress of the poem, 
— he has considerably improved on the ancient plan. 
In the management of it, also, he has shown much 
judgment, by making the influence of the machinery 
and the subject reciprocal : for while the utensil car- 
ries on the heroes, it is itself carried on by them. 

It has been objected, (for every Homer has bia 
Zoilu^) that their employment is not sufficiently dig- 
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mfied for epic poetry ; bat, ia answer to this, it mnsl 
be remarked, that it was the opinion of Socrates, and 
many other philosophers^ that beauty shoold be esti* 
mated by utility ; and surely the purpose of the heroes 
* must hare been beneficial. They ascended the rugged 
mountain to draw water; and drawing water ia cer- 
tainly more conducive to human happiness than draw- 
ing blood, as do the boasted heroes of the Iliad, or 
roving on the oeean, and invading other men's pro- 
perty, as did the pious ^neas. Yesl they went to 
draw water. Interesting scene I It might have been 
drawn for the purpose of culinary consumption; it 
might have been to quench the thirst of the harmless 
animals who relied on them for support; it might 
have been to feed a sterile soil, and to revive the 
drooping plants which they raised by their labours. 
Is not our author more judicious than Apollonius, 
who chooses for the heroes of his Argonautica a set 
of rascals undertaking to steal a sheepskin? And, if 
dignity is to be considered, is not drawing water a cir- 
cumstance highly characteristic of antiquity? Do we 
not find the amiable Ilebecca busy at the well ? Does 
not one of the maidens in the Odyssey delight us by 
her diligence in the same situation? and has not a 
learned Dean proved that it was quite fashionable in 
Peloponnesus 1 Let there be an end to such frivolous 
remarks. 

But the descriptive part is now finished, and the 
author hastens to the catastrophe. At what part of 
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the mountain the well was situated, what was the 
reason of the sad misfortone, or how the prudence of 
Jack forsook him, we are not informed ; but so, alas I 
it happened, 

Jaok fell down — 

Unfortunate Johnt At the moment when he was 
nimbly, for aught we know, going up the hill, perhaps 
at the moment when his tolls were to cease, and he 
had filled the bucket, he made an unfortunate step, 
his centre of gravity, as the philosophers would say, 
fell beyond his base, and he tumbled. The extent of 
his fall does not, however, appear until the next line, 
as the author feared to overwhelm us by too immediate 
a disclosure of his whole misfortune. Buoyed by 
hope, we suppose his affliction not quite remediless, 
that his fall is an accident to which the wayfarers of 
this life are daily liable, and we anticipate his imme- 
diate rise to resume his labours. But how are we un- 
deceived by the heart-rending tale that 

Jack fell down 

And broke his crown — 

Nothing now remains but to deplore the premature 
fite of the unhappy John. The mention of the croum 
has much perplexed the commentators. But my 
learned reader will doubtless agree with me in con- 
jecturing that, as the crown is often used metaphori- 
cally for the Jiead, and as Uiat part is, or, without anj 
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disparagemQDt to tbe onfortanate sufferer, might have 
been, the beaviest, it w»a really hia perioranium vbicb 
austaioed the damage. Having seen the &te of Jack/ 
we are aoxioas to know the lot of bis oompaoion, 
Alas I 

And Gill came tumbling after. 

Here the distress tbickena on os. Unable to aapport 
the loss of his friend, he followed bim, determined to 
share bis disaster, and resolved that, aa they had-goae 
up together, they should not be separated as they 
oame down. 

Of the bucket we are told nothing ; but as it is pro- 
bable that it fell with its supporters, we have a scene 
of misery unequalled in the whole compass of tragio 
deaoxiption. Imagine to ourselves Jack rapidly de- 
scending, perhaps rolling over and over down the 
mountain, the bucket, as tbe lighter, moving along, 
and pouring forth (if it bad been fiUad) its liquid 
stream. Gill following in confusion, with a quick and 
circular and headlong motion ; add to this the dust, 
which they might have collected and dispersed, with 
tbe blood which must have flowed from John's head, 
and we will witness a catastrophe highly shocking, and 
feel an irresistible impulse to run for a doctor. Tbe 
soand, too, charmingly " echoes to the sense," — 

Jack fell down 
And broke his crown. 
And QnX\ o«mQ t^uabliag after. 

■ D,g,nz»-i b, Google 



A LITERAST OSITIOISX. 99 

The quick Bucoession of moveineiits is indioaied by an 
equally rapid motion of the short sjllablea ; and in 
the last line Gill rolls ■with a greater sprightliness and 
vivacity than even the stone of Sisyphua. 

Saving expatiated eo largely on its particular merits, 
let us conclude by a brief review of ita most promi- 
nent beauties. The subject is the /all of fot/n., — a 
subject, high, interesting, worthy of a poet ; the heroes, 
men who do not oommit a single fault, and whose mis- 
fortunes are to be imputed, not to indiscretion, but to 
destiny. To the illustration of the subject, every part 
of the poem conduces. Attention is neither wearied 
by multiplicity of trivial incidents, not distracted by 
frequency of digression. The poet prudently clipped 
the wings of imagination, and repressed the extrava- 
gance of metaphorical decoration. All is simple, plain, 
consistent. The moral, too, — that part without which 
poetry is useless sound, — has not escaped the view of 
the poet. When we behold two young men, who, but 
a short moment before, stood up in all ihe pride of 
health, suddenly falling down a hill, how must wa 
lament the vastdhiliiy of all tbingB I 
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THE HEIOBT OF THE RIDIOULOVS. 
BT OLITSS- WENDELL HOLMES. 

fWBOTE some lines once on a time 
la wondrous merry mood. 
And thought, as usual, men would say 
They were exceeding good. 

They were so queer, so very queer, 

I laugh'd as I would die; 
Albeit, in the general way, 

A soher man am I. 

I call'd my servant, and he came: 

How kind it was of him, 
To mind a slender man like me, 

He of the mighty limb I 

"These to the printer," I ezelaim'd. 

And, in my humourous way, 
I added, (as a trifling jest,) 

"Therell be the devil to pay." 

He took the paper, and I watch'<^ 

And saw him peep within; 
At tbe first line he read, his face 

Was all upon the grin. 
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He read tlie next ; the grin grew broad, 

And shot from ear to ear; 
He read the third; a chadkling noise 

I* now began to hear. . 

The fourth; he broke into a Toax; 

The fifth, his waistband split; 
The sixth, he burat five buttons o% 

And tumbled in a fit. 

Ten days and nights, with sleepless ey^ 
I watoh'd that wretched man. 

And since, I never dare to write 
As fiinny as I can. 



GIBBON'S "DECLINE AND FALL OF THE 
ROXAN EXPIRE." 

In the following eitntcta from tiia Memoira of his Life and 
Writings, the historian relates the first oonoeptioit, the com- 
■nencement, and the oompletion, of hia great work : 

fT was at Rome, on the 15th of October, 1764 as I 
sat musing amidst the ruins of the Capitol, while 
the bare-footed friars were singing vespers in th« 
Temple of Jupitw, that the idea of writing the decline 
and &11 of the city first started to my mind. Bat my 
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original plan was circumscribed to the decay of the 
city rather than of the empire: and, though my read- 
ing and refiections began to point towards that object, 
some years elapsed, and several aTocations intervened, 
before I was seriously engaged in the execution of that 
laborious worfc. 

No sooner was I settled in my house and library, 
than I undertook the composition of the first volume 
of my History. A]t the outset all was dark and doubt- 
&1 ; even the title of the work, the true lera of the 
Decline and Fall of the Empire, the ^limits of the in- 
troduction, the division of the chapters, and the order 
of the narrative ; and I was often tempted to cast away 
the labour of seven years. The style of an author 
should be the image of his mind, but the choice and 
command of language is the &uit of exercise. Many 
experiments were made before I could hit the middle 
tone between a dull chronicle and a rhetorical decla- 
mation : three times did I compose the first chapter, 
and twice the second and third, before I was tolerably 
satisfied with their effect. In the remainder of the 
way I advanced with a more equal and easy pace ; hut 
the fifteenth and sixteenth chapters have been reduced 
by three successive revisals, from a large volume to 
their present size, and they might still be compressed, 
without any loss of facts or sentiments. An opposite 
foult may be imputed to the concise and snpei^cial 
' narrative of (he first reigns ftora Commodns to Alex- 
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ander ; a fiialt of which I have never heard, except 
&oni Mr. Hume in his laat journey to London. Suoh 
an oracle might have heen consulted and oheyed with 
rational devotion ; but I was soon disgusted with the 
modest practice of reading the manuscript to my 
friends. Of such friends, some will praise fi-nm polite- 
ness, and some will criticise from vanity. The author 
himself is the best judge of his own performance ; no 
one has so deeply meditated on the subject, no one is 
BO sincerely interested in the event. 

I have presumed to mark the moment of concep- 
tion ; I shall now commemorate the hour of my final 
deliverance. It was on the day, or rather night, of 
the 27th of June, 1787; between the hours of eleven 
and twelve, that I wrote the last lines of the last page, 
in a summer-house in my garden. After laying down 
my pen, I took several turns in a henxau, or covered 
walk" of acacias, which commands a prospect of the 
country, the lake, and the mountains. The air waa 
temperate, the sky was serene, the silver orb of the 
moon was reflected from the waters, and all nature 
was silent. I will not dissemble the first emotions of 
joy on the recovery of ray freedom, and, perhaps, the 
establishment of my fame. But my pride was soon 
humbled, and a sober melancholy was spread over my 
mind, by the idea that I had taken an everlasting 
leave of an old and agreeable companion, and that 
-yrhatsoever might be the fiiture date of my Hisrory, 
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the life of the Mstorian mu3t be nhort and precarioas. 
I wUl add two lact^ frhioh hare seldom occurred ia 
tlie compoMtion of six, or at least of five, qnartos, 
1. Mj first rough maDusoript, without any intermediate 
' copy, has been sent to the press. 2. Not a Bheet has 
been seen by any human ^ea, except those of the 
author and the printer : the &ults and the merits tire 
exclusively my own, 

gibbon's first lovk. 

(noM tEi aantiufa AUTouosBAPBr.) 

I HESITATE, from the apprehension of ridicule, when 
I approach the delicate subject of my early love. By 
this word I do not mean the polite attention, the gal- 
lantry, without hope or design, which has originated 
in the spirit of chivalry, and ia interwoven with the 
texture of French manners. I understand by this 
passion the union of desire, friendship, and tender- 
ness, which is inBamed by a single female, which pre- 
fers her to the rest of her sex, and which seeks her 
possession as the supreme or the sole happiness of our 
being. I need not blush at recollecting the object of 
my choice ; and though my love was disappointed of 
success, I am rather proud that I was once capable of 
feeling such a pure and exalted sentiment. The per- 
sonal attractions of Mademoiselle Susan Curchod were 
embellished by the virtues and talents of the mind. 
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Her fortune waa humble, but her femily was respect- 
able. Her mother, a natiTe of France, had preferred 
her religion to her country. The profession of her • 
Either did not ertingoish the moderation and philoso- 
phy of his temper, and he lived content with a small 
salary and laborions duty, in the obscure lot of minis- 
ter of Orassy, in the mountains that separate tbe Pays 
de Vaud from the county of Burgundy. In the soli- 
tude of a sequestered village he bestowed a liberal, 
and even learned, education on his only daughter. She 
surpassed his hopes by her proficiency in the sciences 
and languages: and in her short visits to some rela- 
tions at Lausanne, the wit, the beauty, and erudition 
of Mademoiselle Curchod were the theme of universal 
applause. The report of such a prodigy awakened 
my curiosity; I saw and loved. I found her learned 
without pedantry, lively in conversation, pure in sen- 
timent, &0^ elegant in manners ; and the first sudden 
emotion was fortified by the habits and knowledge of 
a more familiar acquaintance. She permitted me to 
make her two or three visits at her father's house, I 
passed some happy days there, in the mountains of 
Burgundy, and her parents honourably encouraged 
the connexion. In a calm retirement the gay vanity 
of youth no longer fluttered in her bosom ; she listened 
to the voice of truth and passion, and I might presume 
to hope that I had made some impression on a virtuous 
heart. At Grassy and Lausanne I indulged my dream 
of felicity : but on my return to England I soon dis- 
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covered that my fatber would Bot hear of this etranga 
aUtanoe, and that without hia consent I was myself 
destitute and helpleas. After a painiVil struggle I 
yielded to my fate : I sighed aa a lover, I obeyed as a 
son ; my wound was insensibly healed by time, ab- 
sence, and the habits of a new life. My cure was 
accelerated by a faithful report of the tranquillity and 
cheerfulness of the lady herself, and my love subsided 
in friendship and esteem. The minister of Crassy soon 
afterwards died ; his stipend died with him ; bia daugh- 
ter retired to Geneva, where, by teaching young ladies 
she earned a hard subsistence for herself and her mo- 
ther ; but in her lowest distress she maintained a spot- 
less reputation, and a dignified behaviour. A rich 
banker of Paris, a citizen of Geneva, had the good 
fortune and good sense to discover and possess this 
inestimable treasure ; and in the capital of taste and 
luxury she resisted the temptations of wealth, as she 
had sustained the hardships of indigence. The geoius 
of her husband has exalted him to the most conspicu- 
ous station in Burope. In every change of prosperity 
and disgraoe he has reclined on the bosom of a faith- 
ful friend ; and Mademoiselle Curchod is now the wife 
of M. Neokar, the minister, and perhaps the legislator, 
of the French monarchy.* 

* The oelebratod Madame De StaSl vaa their daughter. 
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TEE BLIND PREACMES.* 



BT WILLIAM WIKT. 



ABSDB," UMDBB TBI IBIDHBD KlllH Or "TBH IBIRaH BPT,") 

BlCHMOND, <M. 10, 1803. 

an HATE been, my dear S , on an excursion 

j^ through the counties which lie along the eastern 
side of the Blue Ridge. A general description of that 
country and its inhabitants may form the subject of a 
future letter. For the present, I must entertain you 
with an account of a most singular and interesting 
adventure, which I met with in the course of the tour. 

• The " Blind Preftcher," thus deHcribed by Mr. Wirt in 1803, 
WM the Rer. James Wfiddel, born in Ireland in 1739, and brought 
herein his iufancjbjhlapnrenta, who settled in Delaware eouuty, 
PeDDsylTftnia. He became a fine classical scholar, and first cob- 
eluded to devote hislife to teaching. But, bisTiewanndergoinga 
change, he detenuined to dnter the ministrj, and he was licensed 
in 1761, and settled OTer a Presbyterian church in Lancaster 
oountj. In 1776, he removed to Virginia ; and, his salar; being 
small, he recoiTed some pupils for clnseical instruction in bis own 
house. He resided in Lonisa county for twenty years, and died 
there. He loet bis e;eeight|the lattor part of his life. Patrick 
Henrj pronounced him the greatest orator he ever heard. The 
late Dr. Archibald Alexander married one of his daughters, and 
hence the middle name of the lUv. James Waddel Alexander, 
j>. D., of New York. To the latter Mr. Wirt stated, in 1830, that, 
so far from having coloured too highly the picture of his elo- 
quence, he had fallen below the truth. — [Prof. ClevelawPt NoU 
in his "Compendium of American LUeralure."] 
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It was one Sunday, as I travelled throagh the cotrnty 
of Orange that my eye was caught by a cluster of 
horses tied near a ruinous, old wooden house in the 
forest, not fer from the road-side. Having frequently 
seen such objects before in travelling through these 
States, I had no difficulty in understanding that thia 
was a place of religious worship. 

Devotion alone should have stopped me to join in 
the duties of the congregation ; but I must confess, 
that curiosity to hear the preacher of such a wilder- 
ness, was not the least of my motives. On entering, I 
was struck with hia preternatural appearance. He was 
a tall and very spare old man ; his head, which was 
covered with a white linen cap, his shrivelled hands, 
and hia voice, were all shaking under the influence of 
a palsy ; and a few moments ascertained to me that he 
was perfectly blind. 

The first emotions which touched my breast were 
those of mingled pity and veneration. But ah ! how soon 
were all my feelings changed I The lips of Plato were 
never more worthy of a prognostic swarm of bees, 
than were the lips of this holy man I It was a day of 
the administration of the sacrament ; and his subject, _ 
of course, was the passion of our Saviour, I had 
heard the subject handled a thousand times : I had 
thought it exhausted long ago. Little did I suppose, 
that in the wild woods of America, I was to meet with 
a man whose eloquence would give to this topic a 
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new and more sablime pathos than I had evet before 
witnessed. 

As he descended from the pulpit, to distribute the 
mystic symbols, there was a pectiliar, a more than 
faumaa solemnity in his air and manner, which made 
my blood run cold, and my whole fi^me shiver. 

He then drew a picture of the sufferings of our 
Saviour; his trial before Pilate ; his ascent up Calvary ; 
his crucifixion, and hia death. I knew the whole his- 
tory ; but never, until then, had I heard the circum- 
stances so selected, so arranged, so coloured I It was 
all new- : and I seemed to have heard it for the first 
time in my life. Hia enunciation was So deliberate, 
that his voice tretobled on every syllable ; and every 
heart in the assembly trembled in unison. His peculiar 
phrases had that force of description, that the original 
scene appeared to be, at that moment, acting before 
our eyes. We saw the veiy feces of the Jews : the 
staring, frightful distortions of malice and rage. We 
saw the buffet ; my soul kindled with a flame of in- 
dignation ; and my hands were involuntarily and con- 
vulsively clinched. 

But when he came to touch on the patience, the for- 
giving meekness of our Saviour; when he drew to the 
life his blessed eyes, streaming in tears to heaven ; his 
voice breathing to God, a soft and gentle prayer of 
pardon on his enemies, " Father, forgive them, for they 
know not what they do," — the voice of the preacher, 
which had all along faltered, grew fainter, and fainter, 
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until bis atteraoce being entirely obstructed hj the 
force of hia feelings, be raised his handkeicbief to bis 
ty^B, and burst into a loud and irrepressible flood of 
grief. The effect is inconceivable. The whole hotiae 
resoniided with the mingled groans, and sobs, and 
ebrieks of the congregation. 

It waa aome time before the tamult had subsided, 
BO far as to permit him to proceed.' Iiid^ed, judging 
bj the osoal, but feUacioua standard of my own weak- 
ness, I began to be very uneasy for the situation of the 
preacher. For I coold not conceive how he would be 
able to let his audience down from the height to which 
he had wound them, without impairing the solemnity 
and dignity of his subject, or perhaps shocking them 
by the abraptness of the fall. Sut, no I the descent 
was as beautiful and sublime as the elevation had been 
rapid and enthusiastic. 

The first sentence, with which he- broke the awful 
silence, was a quotation from Rousseau: "Socrates 
died like a philosopher, but Jesus Christ, like a God.** 

I despair of giving you any idea of the effect pro- 
duced by this short sentence, unless you could per- 
fectly conceive the whole manner of the man, as well 
as the peculiar crisis in the discourse. Never before 
did I completely understand what Demosthenas meant 
by laying such stress on delivery. You are to bring 
before you the venerable figure of the preacher ; his 
blindness, constantly recalling to your recollection old 
Homer, Ossian, and Milton, and associating with hia 
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performance the melancholy grandeur of their geniuses ; 
you are to imagine that you hear his slow, solemn, 
well-accented enunciation, and his voice of affecting, 
trembling melody ; you are to remember the pitch of 
passion and enthusiasm to which the congregation 
were raised ; and then the few minutes of portentous, 
death -like silence which reigned throughout the 
house ; the preacher removing his white handkerchief 
from his aged face, (even jet wet from the recent tor- 
rent of his tears,) and, slowly stretching forth the 
palsied hand which holds it, begins the sentence, 
" Socrates died 'like a philosopher," then pausing, 
raising his other hand, pressing them both clasped 
together with warmth a^d energy to his breast, lifting 
his "sightless balls" to heaven, and pouring his whole 
soul into his tremulous voice, — " but Jesua Christy like 
a God I " If he had been indeed and in truth an angel 
of light, the effect could scarcely have been mora 
divine. 
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TEE SBA AND TEE MOUNTAINS. 
BT OLITEB WENDELL HOLMES. 

fHAVE lived by the sea-shor^ and by the moun- 
tains. No, I am not going to say which is best. 
The one where your place is, is the best for you. But 
this difference there is: you can domesticate moun- 
tains, but the sea is /eras naCurse. You may have a 
hut, or know the owner of one, on the mountain-aide ; 
you see a light half-way up its ascent in the evening, 
and you know there is a home, and you might share 
it You have noted certain Srees, perhaps ; you know 
the particular zone where the hemlocks look bo black 
in October, when the maples and beeches have faded. 
All its reliefs and intaglios have electrotyped them- 
selvea in the medallions that hang round the walls of 
your memory's chamber. The sea remembers nothing. 
It is feline. It licks your feet, — its huge flanks purr 
very pleasantly for you ; but it will crack your bones, 
and eat yon, for all that, and wipe the crimsoned foam 
from its jaws, as if nothing had happened. The moun- 
tains give their lost children berries and water ; the 
sea mocks their thirsty and lets them die. The moun- 
tains have a grand, stupid, lovable tranquillity; the 
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sea has a fascinating, treacherous intelligence. The 
mountains lie about like huge ruminants, their broad 
backs awful to look upon, but safe to handle. The 
sea smooths its silver scales until you cannot see their 
joints,^ but their shining is that of a snake's belly, 
after all. In deeper suggestiveness I find as great a 
diSerencQ. The mountains dwarf mankind, and fore- 
shorten the procession of its long generations. The 
sea drowns out humanity and time ; it has no sympathy 
with either j for it belongs to eternity, and of that it 
sings its monotonous song for ever and ever. 

Yet I should love to have a little box by the sea- 
, shore. I should love to gaze out on the wild feline 
element from a front window of my own, just as I 
should love to look on a caged panther, and see it 
stretch its shining length, and then curl over and lap 
its smooth sides, and by-and-by begin to lash itself 
into rage, and show its white teeth, and spring at its 
bars, and howl the cry of its mad, but, to m^ harm- 
le^ fory. 
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tHB was Dot as pretty as vomea I know, 
And yet all your best made of sunshine and 
snow 
Drop to shade, melt to nought in the long-trodden 

■ways, 
While she's siill remembered on warm and cold 
^y'- My Kate. 

Her air had a meaning, her movements a grace ; 
YoQ turned from the &irest to gaze on her face : 
And when you had once seen her forehead and month. 
You saw as distinctly her soul and her truth — 
My Kate. 

Such a blue "inner light from her eyelids outbroke, 
You looked at her silence, and fancied she spoke : 
When she did, so peculiar, yet soft was the tone. 
Though the loudest spoke also, yoa heard her alone — 
My Kate. 

I doubt if she said to you much that could act 
As a thought or suggestion : she did not attract 
In the sense of the brilliant or wise : I infer 
Twaa her thinking of others, made you think of her — - 
My Kate. 
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She never found fault with you, never implied 
Your wrong by her right ; and yet men at her aide 
Grew nobler, girls purer, as through the whole town , 
The children were gladder that pulled at her gown — 
■• My Kate. 

None knelt at her feet confessed lovers in thrall ; 
■ They knelt more to God than they used — that waa all : 
If you praised her as charming, some asked what you 

meant, 
But the charm ' of her presence was felt when she 
went — 

My Kate. 

The weak and the gentle, the ribald and rude. 
She took as she found them, and did them all good ; 
It always waa so with her — see what you have ! 
She has made the grass greener even here, with her 
grave — 

My Kate. 

My dear one I — when thou waat alive with the rest, 
I held thee the sweetest, and loved thee the best ; 
And now thou art dead, shall I not take thy part 
As thy smiles used to do for thyself, my sweet 
Heart — 

My Kate? 
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LITERATURE AND LEARNING, IN THE 
BEIQN OF CHARLES II. 

BY THOMAS BABIN'QTON HACAITLAY. 

frrEEATUEE which could be carried by the post 
bag then formed the greater part of the intel- 
lectiiftl nutriment ruminated by the country divines 
and country justioea. The difficulty and expense of 
conveying large packets, from place to place, were so 
great, that an extensive work was longer in making 
its way from Paternoster Bow to Devonahire or 
Lancashire, than it now is in reaching Kentucky. 
How scantily a rural parsonage was then furnished, 
even with books the most necessary to a theologian, 
has already been remarked. The houses of the gentry 
were not more plentifully supplied. Few knights of 
the shire had libraries so good as may now perpetually 
be found in a servant's hall, or in the back parlor of 
a small shopkeeper. An esquire passed among his 
neighbours for a great scholar, if Hudibras and Baker's 
Chronicle, Tarlton's Jests, and the Seven Cham- 
pions of Christendom, lay in his hall window among 
the fishing-rods and fowling-pieces. No circulating 
library, no book society then existed, even in the 
capital ; but in the capital those students who could 
not afford to purchase largely, had a resource. The 
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shops of the great booksellers, near St. Paul's Church- 
yard, were crowded every day, and all day long with 
readers ; and a known customer was often permitted 
to carry a volume home. In the country there was 
no such accommodation ; and every man was under 
the necessity of buying whatever he wished to read. 

As to the lady of the manor, and her daughters, 
their literary stores generally consisted of a prayer- 
book, and a receipt-hobk. But in truth they lost 
little by living in rural seclusion. For, even in the 
h^hest ranks, and in those situations which afforded 
the greatest facilities for mental improvement, the 
English women of that generation were decidedly 
worse educated than they have been . at any other time 
since the revival of learning. At an earlier period 
they had studied the masterpieces of ancient geuins. 
la the present day they seldom bestow much attention 
on the dead languages ; but they are familiar with the 
tongue of Pascal and Moli^re, with the tongue of 
Dante and Tasso, with the tongue of Goethe and 
Schiller; nor is there any purer or more graceful 
English than that which accomplished women now 
speak and write. But, dnring the latter part of the 
seventeenth century, the culture of the female mind 
seems to have been almost entirely neglected. If a 
damsel had the least smattering of literature, she was 
regarded as a prodigy. Ladies highly bom, highly 
bred, and naturally quick witted, were unable to write 
a line in their mother tongue, withoat solecisms and 
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&iilt8 of Bpelling, sBoh as a oharit j girl vould now be 
ashamed to commit. 

The explanation may easily be fonnd. Extravagant 
licentiousness, the natural effect of extravagant aus- 
terity, was now the mode ; and lioentiousneBS had pro- 
dnced its 'ordinary effect, the moral and intellectual 
degradation of women. To their personal beaaty it 
was the fashion to pay rude and impudent homage. 
But the admiration and desire which they inspired 
were seldom mingled with respect, with affection, or 
with any chivalrous sentiment. The qualities which 
fit them to he companions, advisers, confidential 
friends, rather repelled than attracted the libertines of 

Whitehall In such circumstances the 

standard of female attainments was necessarily low; 
and it was more dangerous to be above that standard 
than to be beneath it. Extreme ignorance and M- 
volity were thought less onbecoming in a lady than 
the slightest tincture of pedantry. Of the too cele- 
brated women whose faces we still admire on the walls 
of Hampton Court, few, indee<^ were in the habit of 
leading anything more valuable than acrostics, lam- 
poons, and translations of the Glelia, and the G-rand 
Cyrus. 

The literary acquirements, even of the aocomplished 
gentlemen of that generation, seem to have been some- 
what less solid and profound than at an earlier or a 
later period. Greek learning, at least, did not flourish 
among us in the days of Charles the Seoond, as it had 
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flotirislied before the dvil irar, or as it again fionrished 
long after the revolutioD. There were Tindoabtedlj - 
scholars to whom the whole Greek literatare, ^m 
Homer to Photiue, was &nuliar; bat such scholars 
were to be found akhost exclusively among the clei^ 
resident at the oniversitieE^ and even at the oniTcrsi- 
ties were few, and were not fully appreciated. At 
Cambridge it was not thought bj any means neces- 
sary that a divine should be able to r^d the Gospels 
in the original. Nor was the standard at Oxford 
higher. When, in the reign of William the Third, 
Christ Church rose up as one man to defend the 
genuineness of the Epistles of Phalaris, that great 
college, then considered as the first seat of philology 
in the kingdom, could not muster Bu<;h a' stock of 
Attic learning as is now possessed by several youths 
at every great public school. It may easily be sap- 
posed that a dead langoage^ neglected at the Qoiverai- 
ties, was not much studied by men of the world. In 
a former age the poetiy and eloquence of Greece had 
been the delight of Baleigh and Falkland. In a later 
age the poetry and eloquence of Greece were the de- 
light of Pitt and Fox, of Windham, and Grenville. 
But during the latter part of the seventeenth century, 
there wns in England scarcely one eminent statesman 
who could read with enjoyment a page of Sophocles 
or Plato. 

Good Latin scholars were numerous. The language 
of Borne, indeed, had not altogeth^ lost its imperial 
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character, and waa still, in many parts of Buropo,- 
almost indispensable to a traveller or a negotiator. 
To apeak it well was therefore a much more common 
accomplishment than in our time ; and neither Oxfoid 
nor Cambridge wanted poets, who, on a great occa- 
sion, could lay at the foot of the throne happy imita- 
tions of the verses in which Virgil and Ovid had cele- 
brated the greatness of Augustus. 

Yet even the Latin waa giving way to a younger 
rival. France united at that time almost every speeieB 
of ascendency. Her military glory was at the height 
She had vanquished mighty coalitions. She had dic- 
tated treaties. She had subjugated great cities and 
provinces. She had forced the Caatilian pride to yield 
her the precedence. She had summoned Italian princes 
to prostrate themselves at her footstool. Her au- 
thority was supreme in all matters of good breeding, 
from a duel to a minuet. She determined how a gen- 
tleman's coat must be cut, how long his peruke must 
be, whether his heels must be high or low, and whe- 
ther the lace on his hat must be broad or narrow. In 
literature she gave law to the world. The fame of her 
great writers filled Europe. No other country could 
produce a tragic poet equal to Eacine, a comic poet 
equal to Molifere, a trifler so agreeable as La Fontaine, 
a rhetorician so skilful as Bossuet. The literary glory 
of Italy and of Spain bad set ; that of Germany had 
not yet dawned. The genius, therefore, of the emi- 
nent men who adorned Paris, shone fort% with a 
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splendour whici was set oflF to full advantage ty con- 
trast. France, indeed, had at that time an empire over 
mankind, such as even the Soman Bepublic never at- 
tained. For, when Borne was politically dominant, 
she was in arts and letters the humble pupil of (Greece. 
France had, over the surrounding countries, at onoe 
the ascendency which Rome had over Greece, and the 
ascendency which Greece had over Borne. French 
was fast becoming the unirersaManguage, the language 
of fashionable society, the language of diplomacy. At 
several courts, princes and nobles spoke it more acou- 
rately&nd politely than their mother tongue. In ouz 
island there was less of this servility than on the con- 
tinent. Neither our good nor our bad qualities 
were those of imitators. Yet even here homage was 
paid, awkwardly, indeed, and sullenly, to the literary 
supremacy of our neighbours. The melodious Tuscan, 
80 familiar to the gallants and ladies of the court of 
Elizabeth, sank into contempt. A gentleman, who 
quoted Horace or Terence, was considered in good 
company as a pompous pedant. But to garnish hia 
conversation with scraps of French was the beet proof 
which he could give of his parts and attainments.* 
Kew canons of criticism, new models of style came 
into fashion. The quaint ingenuity which had de- 

* Bntler, in a sntiie of great aaperitj, eajs ; — 
" For, thongh to smatter words of Qraek 
And Latin b« the rhetoriqne 
Of pedants oonnted, and Tiunglorioii^ 
To Buattec French is meritoiioiu." 
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formed t<be Terses of Doimej and had been a blemish 
OD those of Cowley, disappeared from oar poetry. 
Our prose became less majestic, less artfully inToIved, 
less variously tnusioal than that of an earlier age, hut 
more lucid, more easy, and better fitted for controyersy 
and narrative. In these changes it ia impossible not 
to recognize the influence of Freaoh precept and of. 
French example. Great masters of our language, in 
their most dignified compositions, a&cted to use French 
words, when Engliah words, quite aa expressive and 
melodious, were at hand : * and from Fiance was im< 
ported the tragedy in rhyme, an exotic, which, in our 
soil, drooped, and speedily died. 

It would have been well if our writers had also 
copied the decorum which their great French contem- 
poraries, with few exceptions, preserved : for the pro- 
fligacy of the English plays, satires, songs, and novels 
of that age, Is a deep blot on our national fame. The 
evil may easily be traced to its source. The wits and 
the Puritans had never been on friendly terms. There 
was no sympathy between the two classes. They 
looked on the whole system of human life from differ- 
ent points, and in different lights. The earnest of each 

* Tb« molt offenaiTe Inttence whii^ I ramembaTia in a poem 
on die ooronatioD of Charles the Second, bj Dryden, who oer- 
tsinly could not plaad poverty as an flzonse ibr boirowing words 
from any foreign tongoe,— 



" Hither in enmmer evaninga jon repair. 
To taeta the fnuehenr of tb« cooler aix" 
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ma tlie jest of the other. The pleftaurea of each were 
the torments of the other. To the gtern precisian, 
eren the innoceot sport of the &ncj seemed a crime. 
To light and festive natures the solemnity of the zeal- 
ous brethren famished copious matter of ridicule. 
From the Reformation to the civil war, almost every 
writer, gifted with a fine sense of the ludicrous, had 
taken some opportumty of assailing the straight-haired, 
enuiBing, whining saints, who christened their children 
out of the Book of Nehemiah, who groaned in spirit 
at the sight of Jack in the Green, and who thought it 
impious to taste plum porridge on Christmas day. At 
length a time came when the laughers hegan to look 
grave in their turn. The rigid, nngainlj zealots, after 
having furnished much good sport during two gene- 
rations, rose up in arms, conquered, ruled, and, grimly 
smiling, trod down under their feet the whole crowd 
of mockers. The wounds inflicted by gay and pet- 
ulant malice were retaliated with the gloomy and im- 
placable malice -peculiar to bigots who mistake their 
own rancour for virtue. The theatres were closed. 
The players were flogged. The press was put under 
the guardianship of austere licensers. The Muses 
were banished from their own favourite haunts, 
Oowley was ejected from Cambridge, and Orashaw 
from Oxford. The young candidate for academical 
honours was no longer required to write Ovidian 
epistles or Virgilian pastorals, hut was strictly inter- 
rogated by a synod of louring Supralapsarians as to 
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the day and hour vhen he ezperienoed the new birth. 
Such a system waa, of course, &mtfal of hypocrites. 
Under sober dothing, and nnder visages composed to 
the expression of austerity, lay hid during several 
years the intense desire of license and of revenge. 
At length that desire vas gratified. The Restoratioa 
emancipated thousands of minds firom a yoke which 
had become iosupportabla The old fight recom- 
menced, bat with an animosity altogether new. It 
was now not a sportive comba^ but a war to the death. 
The Roundhead had no better quarter to expect from 
those whom he had persecuted, than a cruel slave 
driver can expect from insurgent slaves, still bearing 
the marks of his collars and his scourges. 

The war between wit and Puritanism soon became a 
war between wit and morality. The hostility excited 
by a grotesque caricature of virtue did not spare vir- 
tue herself. Whatever the canting Roundhead had 
regarded with reverence was insulted. Whatever he 
had proscribed was &voured. Because he had been 
scrupulous about trifies, all scruples were treated with 
derision. Because he had covered his ^tilings with 
the mask of devotion, men were encouraged to obtmde 
with Cynic impudence all their most scandalous vices 
on the public eye. Because he had punished illicit 
love with barbM-0U3 severity, virgin purity and conju- 
gal fidelity were to be made a jest. To that sanctimo- 
nious jargon, whiph was Tiis shibboleth, was opposed 
another jargon not less absurd and much more odious. 
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As lie never opened his mouth except in Bcriptural 
phrase, the new breed of wits and fine gentlemen never 
opened their mouths without ottering ribaldry of which 
a porter would now be ashamed, and without calling 
on their Maker to curse them, sink them, confound 
them, blast them, and damn them. 

It is not strange, therefore, that our polite literature, 
when it revived with the revival of the old civil amil 
ecclesiastical polity, should have been profoundly im- 
moraL A few eminent men, who belonged to an earlier 
and better age, were exempt irom the general conbu 
gion. The verse of Waller still breathed the senti- 
ments which had animated a more chivalrous genera- 
tion. Cowley, distinguished at once as a loyalist' and 
as a man of letters, raised his voice oonrageously against 
the immorality which disgraced both letters and loy- 
alty. A mightier spirit, unsubdued by pain, danger, 
poverty, obloquy and blindness, meditated, undisturbed 
by the obscene tumult which raged all around, a song 
"JO sublime and so holy that it would not have misbe- 
come the lips of those ethereal Virtues whom he saw, 
with that inner eye which no calamity could darken. 
Singing down on the jasper pavement their crowns of 
amaranth and gold. The vigorous and fertile genius 
of Butler, if it did not altogether escape the prevailing 
infection, took the disease in a mild form. BiU these 
were men whose minds had been trained in a world 
which had passed away. They gave place in no long 
time to a younger generation c^ poets ; t^nd of (hat' 
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genersuoQ, from Dryden down to Durfey, the common 
oharacteristio was hard-lieaTted, shameless, swaggering 
licentiousness, at once inelegant and inhaman. The 
inflnence of these writers was doubtless nozions, yet 
less noxious than it would have been had they been 
less depraved. The poison which they administered 
was so strong, that it was, in no long time, rejected 
with nausea. None of them understood the dangerous 
art of associating images of nnlawfiLl pleasure with all 
that is endearing and ennobling. None of them waa 
aware that a certain decorum is essential even to 
Toluptnottsness, that drapery may be more alluring 
tban exposure, and that ^he imagination may be far 
more powerfully moved by delicate hints which impel 
it to exert itself than by gross descriptions which it 
takes in passively. 



TBE HUMAN VOICE. 
BT OLIV£It WENDELL HOLMES. 

fGEIEVE to say it, but onr people, I think, have 
not generally agreeable voices. The marrowy 
organisms, with skins that shed water like the backs 
of ducks, with smooth surfaces neatly padded beneath, 
and velvet linings to their singing-pipes, are not so 
oonunon ftiRong ns as that othw pattern of humanity 
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Tith angular oadinea and plain surfaces, arid intega- 
menta, hair like the fibrous covering of a cocoa-nut in 
gloss and suppleness as well as colour, and voices at 
once-tbin and strenuous, — acidulous enough to produce 
effervescence with alkalis, and striduloua enough to 
sing duets with the katydids. I think our conver* 
sational soprano, as sometimes overheard in the cars, 
arising from a group of young persons, who may have 
taken the train at one of our great industrial centres, 
for instance, — ^young persons of the female sex, we 
will say, who have bustled in full-dressed, engaged in 
loud strident speech, and who, after iree discussion, 
have fixed on two or more double seats, which having 
secured, they proceed to eat apnles and hand round 
daguerreotypes, — I say, I think the conversational 
soprano, heard under these circumstances, would not 
be among the allurements the ola enemy would put in 
requisition, were he getting up a new temptation of 
St Anthony. 

There are sweet voices among us, we all know, and 
voices not musical, it may be, to tnose who hear them 
for the first time, yet sweeter to us than any we shall 
hear until we listen to some warbling angel in the 
overture to that eternity of blissful harmonies we hope 
to enjoy. But why should I tell lies ? If my friends 
love me, it is because I try to tell the truth. I never 
heard but two voices in my life that frightened me by 
their sweetness. . . . They made me feel as if there 
might be constituted a creature with such a chord in 
I n .11 Gooi^lc 



Its rne bumas voice. 

her Toice to some string ia anotlieT's soul, thp.!, if sha 
but spoke, we would leave all and follow her, though 
it were into the jaws oi Erebus, Our only chance to 
keep our wits is, th^ there are so few natural chords 
^between others' roices and this string in our souls, 
and that those which at first may have jarred a little, 
by-and-hy come into harmony with it. But I tell you 
this is no fiction. Yoo may call the story of Ulysses 
and the Sirens a &ble, but what will yon say to Mario 
and the poor lady who followed him ? 

Whose were those two voices that bewitched me so? 
They both belonged to Oerman women. One was a 
obambermaid, not otherwise fascinating. The key of 
my room at a certain great hotel was missing, and this 
Teutonic maiden was sunmioned to give information 
respecting it. The simple soul was evidently not long 
from her mother-land, and spoke with sweet uncer- 
tainty of dialect. But to hear her wonder and lament 
and suggest, with soft, liquid inflexions, and low, sad 
murmurs, in tones as full of serious tenderness for the 
fate of the lost key as if it had been a child that had 
strayed from its mother, was so winning, that, bad her 
feature and figure been as delicious as her accents,— 
'i she had looked like the marble Clytle, for in- 
^lanoe, — why, all I can say is ... I was only going to 
say that I should have drowned myself. For lake 
Erie was close by, and it is so much better to accept 
asphyxia, which takes only three minutes by the watch, 
thaa a mesalliance, that lasts fi% jomxb tcthe^ with 
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and then passes along down the line of descent, (bieak* 
ing out in all manner of Ijooti^li manifestations of 
feature and manner, which, if men were only as short- 
lived aa horses, coiild be readily traced back through 
the square-roots and the pube-roots of the &mily stem on 
which you hare hung the armorial bearings of the De 
Champignons or the De la Morues, until on6 came to 
beings that ate with knives and said " Haow ? ") that 
no person of right feeling could have hesitated for a 
single moment 

The second of the ravishing voices I have heard 
was, as I have said, that of another German woman. — 
I suppose I shall ruin myself by saying that such a 
voice could not have come &om any Americanized 
human being. ... It had so much woman in it^^ 
muliebrity, as well a&femineity; — no self-assertion, such 
as free suffrage introduces into every word and move- 
ment ; large, vigorous nature, running back to those 
huge-limbed Germans of Tacitus, but subdued by the 
reverential training and tuned by the kindly culture 
of fifty generations. Sharp business habits, a lean 
soil, independence, enterprise, and east winds, are not 
the best things for the larynx. Still, you hear noble 
voices among us, — I have known families famous for 
them, — but ask the first person you meet a question, 
and ten to one there is a bard, sharp, metallic, matter- 
of-businesa clink in the accents of the answer, that 
produces the effect of one of those bells which small 
' trades-people connect with their shc^-doors, and which 
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spring upoD your ear with snch vivacity, as you enter, 
that your first impulse is to retire at once iroin the 
precincts. 

Ah, but I must not forget that dear little child 

I saw and heard in a French iospitaL Between two 
and three years old. Fell out of a chair and snapped 
both thigh-bones. Lying in bed, patient, gentle. 
Bough students round her, some in white aprons, 
looking fearfully business-like ; but the child placid, 
perfectly still. I spoke to her, and the blessed little 
creature answered me in a voice of such heavenly 
sweetness, with that reedy thrill in it which yon have 
heard in the thrush's even-song, that I hear it at this 
moment, while I arn writing, so many, many years 
afterwards. — (7'ea( tout comme tin 9eri7^, said the French 
student at my side. 

These are the voices which struck the key-note of 
my conceptions as to what the sounds we are to hear 
in heaven will be, if we shall enter through one of the 
twelve gates of pearl. There mast he other things 
besides aerolites that wander from their own spheres 
to ours ; and when we speak of celestial sweetness or 
beauty, we may be nearer the literal truth than we 
dream. If mankind generally are the shipwrecked 
survivors of some pre-Adamitic cataclysm, set adrift 
in these little open boats of humanity to make one 
more trial to reach the shore, — as some grave theolo- 
gians have maintained, — if, in plain Englisli, men are 
the ghosts o! dead devils who have " died into life," 
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(to 'borrow ao expression front Keats,) and walk the 
earth in a euit of living rags vliich loots three or foor 
score summerB, — why, there most have been a few 
good, spirits sent to keep them company, and these 
sweet voices I speak of must belong to them. 



ETTBAOTS FROM MRS. BROWNING'S 
"AURORA LEiaa." 

ENQLISH Li-NDSCAFE. 

^^OT a grand nature. Not my chestnut woods 
>B^ Of Yallombrosaj cleaving by the spurs 
To the precipices. Not my headlong leaps 
Of waters, that cry out for joy or fear 
In leaping through the palpitating pines, 
Like a white soul tossed out to eternity 
With thrills of time upon it. Not indeed 
My multitudinous mountains, setting in 
The magic drole, with the mutual touch 
Electric, panting from their full deep hearts 
Seneath the influent heavens, and waiting for 
Communion and commission, Italy 
Is one thing, England one. 

On English ground 
Yon understand the letter ... ere the &U. 
How Adam lived in a garden. All the delda 
Are tied up fast with hedges, nosegay -like; 

oogle 
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The hillfi are crumpled plains, — the plains, parteires,— 
The trees, round, woolly, ready to be clipped ; 
And if you seek for any wilderness, 
You find, at best, a park. A nature tamed 
And grown domestic like a barn-door fowl, 
Which does not awe you with its claws and beal^ 
Nor tempt you to an eyrie too high up. 
But which, in cackling, sets you thinking of 
Yoor eggs to-morrow at breakfast, in the pause 
Of finer meditation. 

Bather eay 
A sweet iamiliar nature, stealing in 
As a dog might, or child, to touch your hand 
Or pluck your gown, and humbly mind you so 
Of presence and affection, excellent 
For inaer uses, from the things without. 

LIFE. 

Life, 
How oft we throw it off and think, — "Enough, 
Enough of life in so much I — here's a cause 
For rupture; — herein we muat break with Life, 
Or be ourselves unworthy ; here we are wronged. 
Maimed, spoiled for aspiration: farewell Life!" 
— And so, as froward babes, we hide our eyes 
And think all ended. — Then, Life calls to ua 
Li some transformed, apocryphal, new voice. 
Above us, or below us, or around . . . 
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Perhaps we name it Nature's voice, or Love'a, 
Tricking ourselves, becauw we are more ashamed 
To own our compensations than our griefs : 
Still, Life's voice I — still, we make our peace vith Life. 

TH£ soul's INTIHAIIONB OF IKKOB- 
TALITT. 

The cygnet finds the water; but the man 
la born in ignorance of his element, 
And feels out blind at first, disorganized 
By sin in the blood, — his spirit-insight dulled 
And crossed by his sensations. Presently 
We feel it qaicken in the dark sometimes; 
Then mark, be reverent, be obedient, — 
For those dumb motions of imperfect life 
Are oraclea of vital Deity 
Attesting the Hereafter. Let who says 
"The soul's a clean white paper," rather say, 
A palimpsest, a prophet's holograph 
Defiled, erased and covered by a monk's,-^ 
The apocalypse, by a LongusI poring on 
J Which obscure text, we may discern perhaps 
Some fair, fine trace of what was written once^ 
Some of&troke of an Alpha and Omega 
Expressing the old scripture. 
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LONDOM. 



[Aurom Lrfgti, ftfter Oie 4«ti% of her ftntrt, and her r^sotion 
of her cousin Romney's offer of marriage, goes to London to 
realize ber great ide«l of the poet-artist. In tbe following passage 
she epeaJu of London M A wnroe of poe^ inspbaUon :] 

When Bomney Leigh and I had parted thus, 

I took a chamber ap three flights of stairs 

Not far from being as steep as some larks climb. 

And, in a certain house in Kensington, 

Three years I lived and worked. Get leave to work 

In this world, — 'tis the best you get at all ; 

For God, in cursing, gives us better gifts 

Than men in benediction. God says, "sweat 

For foreheads;" men say "crowns;" and so we are 

crowned, — 
Ay, gashed by some tormenting circle of ateel 
Which snaps with a secret spring. Get work; get 

work; 
Be sure 'tis better than what you work to get 

So, happy and unafraid of solitude 

I worked the short days out, — and watched the sun 

On lurid morns or monstrous afternoons, 

Like some Druidic idol's fiery brass, 

With fixed unflickering outline of dead heat, 

In which the blood of wretches pent inside 

Seemed oozing forth to incarnadine the air, — 
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Poah out timrngb tog with bis dtltteed f&s\. 

And startle the slant roo& and cbimney-pots 

Witik ^ilasLes <^ fierce cUottr. Oi I saw 

Fog only, the great tawny welteriag fog; . , 

Involve the passive city, strangle it 

Alive, aniJ iJraw it off info the void, 

Spires^ bridge^ street^ and squares, as if a sponge 

Had wiped ant London,^-of as noon and night 

Had clapped together and ntterly struct out 

The intermedute time, nndoing themselves 

In the act. Your city poets see such things, 

Not despicable. Mountains of the South, 

When, drunk and mad with elemental wines, 

They rend the seamless mist and stand up hare. 

Make fewer singers, haply. No one sings, 

Descending Sinai ; on Parnassus mount; 

You take a mule to climb, and not a muse, 

Except in fable and figure ; forests chant 

Their anthems to themselves, and leave you dumb. 

But sit in London, at the day's decline, 

And view the city perish in the mist 

Like Pharaoh's armaments in the deep Red Sea, — 

The chariots, horsemen, footmen, all the host. 

Sucked down and choked to silence — then, surprised 

By a sudden sense of vision and of tune. 

You feel as conq^uerors though you did not fight; 

And you and Israel's other singing girls, 

Ay, Miriam with them, sing the song you choo8& 
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[It ifl interesting to compare irith tbe preceding puMga from 
"Aurora Leigh," whftt a great Oerrnan poet, Hemrioh Heine, 
BajB of London, in the same relation. The following pasaaga 
is from hie Setttbilder, [Fieturtt of TVatwI,) as translated b; 
Charles G.Leland:] 

I have seen the greatest wonder whicli the world 
can show to the astonished spirit ; I have seen it and 
am BtiU astoai&hed — and still there remains fixed in 
my memory the stone forest of houses, and amid them 
the rushing stream of faces of living men with all 
their motley passions, all their terrible impulses of 
love, of hunger, and of hatred — ^I mean London. Send 
a philosopher to London, but, for youT life, no poet I 
Send a philosopher there, and stand him at the corner 
of Gheapside, where he will learn more than from all 
the books of the last Leipsic fair ; and as the billows 
of haman life roar around him, so will a sea of new 
thoughts rise before him, and the Eternal Spirit which 
moves upon the face of the waters will breathe upon 
him ; the moat hidden secrets of social harmony will ' 
be suddenly revealed to him ; he will hear the pulse 
of the world beat audibly, and see it visibly ; for, if 
London is the right hand of the world — its active, 
mighty right hand — then we may regard the route 
which leads from the Exchange to Downing street as 
the world's pyloric artery. But never send a poet to 
London I This downright earnestness of all things, this 
colossal uniformity, this machine-like movement, this 
troabled spirit in pleasure itself, this exaggerated 
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LotsioD, amothers^the imagination and reiula- tftw' Kesrt. 
And should you ever send » Qermtan poetr (titter— a 
dreamer, wlio starea at everytbing ewn a ragged 
beggar woman, or the shining wares of a goldsmiCh'a 
chop — whj-tiiien, at least, her will filnd thingB' going 
righf badly with him. 



THE SOK& a-P DBB&nAff AND VARAS. 
BOOK OF lUDQES, CHAP. V. 

^f HEN aang Deborah and Barakthe son of Abin««iiF 

\t) on that day, saying, 

Praise ye the Lord for the' avanging- of Israel, wteo 
the people willingly offered' themselves; Hear; O ya- 
kings ; give ear, ye princes; I, even I, will-siog tffltoi 
the Lord ; I will sing praise to^ the Lord God of I^oiteL 
Lord; when thou wentest out of Seir, when thou 
marchedest out of the field of Edom, the earth trem' 
bled; ajid thaheavens dropped, the clondsalso dropped. 
water. The mountains melted from before the' Lord, 
eTea that Sinai frofti before the Lord God of Israel. 

In the days of Shamgar the son of Anath, in Miff 
daya of Jael, the highways were unocflupiedi and the 
travellers walked through by-ways: The inhabitants 
of the vUlagea ceased, they ceased in Israel, until that 
I Deborah axoae, that I arose a mother- in larad. They 
chose) new gods; tiien was war in the gates:: was iJiaxa 
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a sliield ot spear seen among forty thousand in Israel ? 
My heart is toward the governors of Israel, that offered 
themselves villiagly among the people. Bless ye the 
Lord. 

Speak, ye that ride on white asses, ye that sit in 
judgment, and walk by the way. They that are deli- 
vered from the noise of archers in the places of draw- 
ing water, there shall they rehearse the righteous acts 
of the Lord, even the righteous acts toward the inha- 
bitants of his villages in Israel : then shall the people 
of the Lord go down to the gates. 

Awake, awak^ Deborah : awake, awake, utter a 
flong: arise, Barak, and lead thy captivity captive, 
thou son of Abinoam. 

Then he made him that remaineth have dominion 
over the nobles among the people : the Lord made me 
have dominion over the mighty. Out of Ephraim was 
there a root of them against Amalek ; after thee, Ben- 
jamin, among thy people ; out of Machir came down 
governors, and out of Zebulun they that handle the 
pen of the writer. And the princes of Issachar were 
with Deborah ; even Issachar, and also Barak : he was 
sent on foot into the valley. For the divisions of 
Reuben there were great thoughts of heart. 

Why abodest thou among the sheepfolds, to hear the 
bleatings of the flocks 7 For the divisions of Reuben 
there were great searchings of heart. Gilead abode 
beyond Jordan: and why did Dan remain in ships? 
Asher continued on the sea shore, and abode in his • 
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creeks. Zebulan and Naphtali were a people tliat 
jeoparded their lives unto the death in the high places 
of the field. The kings came and fought ; then fought 
the kings of Canaan in Taanach by the waters of 

• Hegiddo ; they took no gain of money. They fought 
&om heaven ; the sjara in their courses fought against 
Sisera. The river of Kishon swept them away, that 
ancient river, the river Kishon. O my soul, thou hast 

- trodden down strength. Then were the horsehoofe 
broken by the means of the prancings, the prancings ' 
of their mighty ones. Curse ye Meroz, said the angel 
of the Lord, curse ye bitterly the inhabitants thereof; 
because they came not to the help of the Lord, to the 
help of the Lord against the mighty. 

Blessed above women shall Jael the wife of Heber 
the Kenite be ; blessed shall she be above women in 
the tent. He asked water, and she gave him milk ; 
she brought forth butter in a lordly dish. She put 
her hand to the nail, and her right hand to the work- 
men's hammer ; and with the hammer she smote Sisera, 
she smote off his head, when she had pierced and 
atrieken through his temples. At her feet he bowed, 
he fell, he lay down: at her feet he bowed, he fell; 
where he bowed, there he fell down dead. 

The mother -of Sisera looked out at a window, and 
cried through the lattice. Why is his chariot so long 
in coming ? why tarry the wheels of hia chariots ? Her 
wise ladies answered her, yea, she returned answer to 
herself, Haye they not spe4? tM>Y® *hey not divided 



liseprey^ to every man a. cbinsel or Swa^ to Siseraa- 
pTfff o£ divers coloura, s prey of di^Brs- eoIouTS of 
BifficUawor]!, aC dtrers eoloTEra o£- needlework on boA 
udeOt meet for the necks of tkem that take the ^oS'T' 
So- let all thine eni^nies periah, OLord: but let them 
timt loTfl kitn be: aa: ths soa -wheia. he goeth mrtb lo 
bia nogbt. — An <^ the land had. test fortv' Teflfs. 



I2>rC'IiyENT A T BR VOES: 
B.T WLLLIAlt WOBDSWOKTU,. 

fS" Bruges town is many a street 
Whence busy life hath fled; 
Where, without hurry, noiseless feet 

The grass-grown pavement tread. 
There heard we,, halting in the shade 

Flung from a convent-tower, 

A harp that tuneful prelude made 

To a voice of thrilling power. 

The measure, simple truth to- tall, 

Waw fit for some gay throng;' 
Though firom the same grim^ turret felT 

The shadow and the song. 
When silent were both voice and ehord^ 

The strain' seemed doubly dear,, 
Tet aad as sweet, — for Ungliah words 

:pair ^en npOQ the^ ear: 
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It was a breezy hour of eve ; 

And pinnacle and spire 
Quivered and seemed almost to heav^ 

Clothed with innocuous fire ; 
But, where we stood, the setting sun 

Showed little of hie state ; 
And, if the gloiy reached the Nun, 

Twas through an iron grate. 

Not always is the heart unwise. 

Nor pity idly bom. 
If even a passing stranger sighs 

For them who do not mourn. 
Sad is thy doom, self-solaced dove, 

Captive, whoe'er thou be! 
Ohl what is beauty, what is love^ 

And opening life to thee? 

Such feeling pressed upon my soul, 
. A feeling sanctified 
By one soft trickling tear that stole 

From the Maiden at my side; 
Less tribute could she pay than tlii^ 

Borne gaily o'er the sea. 
Fresh fVom the beauty and the bliaa 

Of English Liberty? 
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MONK FELFT. 
BY HBKRT .WADSWOBTH hOS BrVLtOW. 

^^KE momigg, all aton^ 
^xf Out of hia convent of gray stoae^ 
Into the forest older, darker, grayer, 
Hia lips moving as if in prayer, 
His head stiakea upon hia breaBt 
. As in a dream of resir 
Walked the Monk Felix, All aboH^ 
The broad, sweet Hnn^tine \mj urithoDl^ 
Filling the snmmer air; 
And within the woodland? as he- tro^ 
The twilight waa like the Truce of God 
With worldly woe and cacej 
Under him lay the golden, moss; 
And abow Inrn the bongfas of hemlod£-tree9 
Waved, and made the sign of the eross^ 
And whispered their BeoedieiteB ;- 
And from the ground 
Bose an odor swee± and firagrant 
Of the wild-dowers and the vagruit 
Tines that wandered, 
Seeking the sunshine, round and round. 
These he heeded not, but pondered 
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On the Tolame in his hand, 

A Tolame of Sunt-Aogortin^ 

Wherein he read of the nnaeen 

Splendors of God's great town 

In the unknown land, 

And, with hia eyee cast down 

In homility, he said: 

"I beUeye, Cfod, 

What herein I have read, 

Bat, alas I I do not understand f 

And lol he heard 

The sadden singing of a bird, 

A snow-white bird, that from a cload 

Dropped dowi^ 

And among the branches brown 

Sat singing 

So swee^ and clear, and lond. 

It seemed a thousand harp-strings ringing 

And the Monk !Felix closed his boo^ 

And lon^ long 

With rapturous lool^ 

He listened to the song, 

And hardlj breathed or stirred^ 

UntU he saw, as in a visioi^ 

The land Elysian, 

And in the heavenly city heard 

Angelic feet 

Fall on the golden lagging of the street. 

oogle 



« MOJfK FELIX. , 

And he would fain 

Have caaght the wondrouB bircl, 

Bat Btrore in vain; 

For it flew away, away, 

Far over hill and dell, 

And instead of its sweet singing 

He heard the convent bell 

Suddenly in the silence ringing 

For the service of noonday. 

And he retraced 

His pathway homeward sadly and in haate. 

In the oonrent there was a change I 
He looked for each well-known fece, 
Bat the faces were new and strange; 
New figures sat in the oaken stalls, 
New Toices chaonted in the choir; 
Yet the place was the same places « 
The same daeky walls 
Of cold, gray ston^ 
The same cloisters and belfiry and spra. 

A stranger and alone 
Among that brotherhood 
The Monk Feliz stood. 
"Forty years," said a Friar, 
"Have I been Prior 
Of this convent in the wood, 

D,g,nz»-i b, Google 



MONK FSLIZ. 

But for tbftt space 

Never have I belield thy fiioer 

The heart of the Monk Felix fell: 

And he answered, with suhmissive ton^ 

"This morning, after the hoar of Primes 

I left my cell. 

And wandered forth alone, 

Listening all the time 

To the melodioua singing 

Of a beautiful white bird. 

Until I heard 

The bells of the conreat ringing 

Noon fi-om their noisy towers. 

It was as if I dreamed ; 

S'or what to me had seemed 

Momenta only, had been hours 1" 

"Years I" said a voice close by< 
It was an aged Monk who spok^ 
' From a bench of oak 
Fastened against the wall; — 
He was the oldest Honk of all. 
For a whole century 
Had he been there, 
Serving God in prayer. 
The meekest and humblest of his creatures. 
He remembered well the features 
Of Felix, and he said. 



IM ttOlfK FBhlXi 

Speaking diBtinot and alow: 

"One hundred years ago, 

"When I was a novice in this place, 

There was here a Monk, fall of God's gracf^ 

Who bore the name 

Of Felix, wid ihis man must he the same.'' 

And straightway 

They brought forth to the light of day 
A volume old and brown, 
A huge tome, botind 
Li brass and wild-boar's hide, 
Wherein were written down 
The names of all who had died 
In the convent, since it was edified. 
And there they found, 
Jnst as the old Monk said, 
That on a certain day and dat^ 
One hundred years before, 
Had gone forth from the convent gate 
The Monk Felix, and never more 
Had entered that sacred door. 
. He had been eoimted atnong the dead I 
And they knew, at last, 
That, such had been the power 
Of that celestial and immortfJ song, 
A hundred years had passed, 
And had not seemed so long 
Ab a single hour I 
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VSB TENDENCY OF NAtlQNS TO OVKR- 
ESTIXATE THE PAST, AND DEPSECIATE 
TBE PRESENT. 

BT TH0MA3 8ABINGT0N MACAULAT. 

f'N spite of evidence, many will still imagine to 
themselves the England of the Stoaris aa a more 
pleasant country than the England in irhioh we live. 
It may at first sight seem strange that soeiety, while 
constantly moving forward with eag^ speed, should 
be constantly looking baclcward with tender regret. 
But these two propen^ties, ineonsistent as they may 
appear, can easily be resolved into the same principle. 
Both ^ring &om our impatience of the state in which 
we actually wre. That impatienoe, while it stimulates 
as to surpass precedlog generations, disposes ns to 
overrate their ha^^iness. It is, in some sense, un- 
reasonable and ungrateful in na to be oonstantly dis* 
contented with a condition which is constantly im- 
proving. But, in truth, there is constant Improvement 
precisely because there is constant discontent If we 
were perfectly satisfied with the present, we should 
cease to contrive, to labour, and to save with a view 
to the future. And it is natural that, being dissatis- 
Sed with the present, we should fonn a too favourable 
estimate of the pa^ 
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In troth, we are under a deception aimilar to that 
vhich misleads the traveller in the Arabian desert. 
Beneath the caravan all is dry and bare: but &r in 
advance, and &r in the rear, is the semblance of re- 
freshing waters. The pilgrims hasten forward, and 
find nothing bat sand, where, an hour before, they 
had seen a lake. They turn their eyes and see a lake, 
where, an hour before, they were toiling through 
sand. A similar illusion seems to haunt nations 
through every stage of the long progress from poverty 
and barbarism to the highest degrees of opulence and 
civilization. But, if we resolutely chase the mirage 
backward, we shall find it recede before us into the 
regions of fitbnlous antiquity. It is now the fashion 
to place the golden age of England in times when 
noblemen were destitute of comfort^ the want of which 
would be intolerable to a modem footman, when &rm- 
ers and shopkeepers break&sted on loaves, the very 
sight of which would raise a riot in a modern work- 
house, when men died f^ter in the purest country air 
than they now die in the most pestilential lanes of our 
towns, and when men died &8ter in the lanes of our 
towns than they now die on the coast of Guiana. We 
too shall, in our turn, be outstripped, and in our turn 
be envied. It may well be, in the twentieth century, 
that the peasant of Dc^sctshire may think himself 
miserably paid with fifteen shillings a week ; that the 
carpenter at Greenwich may receive ten shillings a 
day ; that labouring men may be aa little used to dine 
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■without meat aa they now are to eat rye bread; that 
sanitary police and medical diseoveriea may have 
added several more yeara to the average length of 
human life; that niunerous comforts and luxuries 
which Bra now Unknown, or confined to a few, tnay be 
within the reach of every diligent and thrifty wca-k- 
ing man. And yet it may then be the mode to assert 
that the increase of wealth and the progress of science 
hare benefited the few at the expense of the many, and 
to talk of the reign of Queen Victoria as the time when 
England was truly merry Eogland, when all classes 
were bound together by brotherly sympathy, when the 
rich did not grind the faces of the poor, and when the 
poor did not envy the splendour of the rich. 



8C0BN NOT THE SONNET. 
BY WILL-IAM WOHDSWOBTH. 

tCORN not the Sonnet ; critic, you have frowned. 
Mindless of its just honours ; with this key 
Sbakspeare unlocked bis heart j the melody 
Of this small lute gave ease to Petrarch's wound ; 
A thousand times this pipe did Tasso sound ; 
Camoens soothed with it an exile's grief; 
The Sonnet glittered a gay myrtle leaf 
Amid the cypress with which Dante crowned 
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His TudonaTy brow ; a. glow-worm lamp, 
It cheered mild Spenser, called from Faery-land 

To atruggle tlirough dark ways ; and, when a damp 
Fell round the path of Milton, in hia hand 

The thing became a trumpet, whence he blew 

Soul -animating, strains — alas, too fbwl 



TBE WORLD IS TOO MUCH WITB V8. 
BT WILLIAlf W0BD8W0BTH. 

^f HE world is too much with us ; late and soon, 
^S) Getting and spending we lay waste our powers ; 

Little we see in nature that is ours ; 
We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon I 
This sea that bares her bosom to the moon. 

The winds that will he howling at all hour^ 

And are up-gather'd now like sleeping flowers; 
For this, for every thing, we are out of tune ; 

It moves us not Great God I I'd rather be ^ 

A pagan suckled in a creed outworn; 

So might I, standing on tbia pleasant lea, 
'Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn; 

Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea, 
Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn. 
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MILTON. 
BT WILLIAM WOBDSWOKTH. 

4[|ftILT0N I thou shouldst be living at this hoar; 
34' (• England hatb need of thee; she is a fea 

Of stagnant waters; altar, sword, and pen, 
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower, 
Have forfeited their ancient English dower 

Of inward happiness. We are selfish men ; 

Oh I raise us np, return to us again ; 
And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power. 

Thy soul was like a star, and dwelt apart; 
Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea; 
Pure as the naked heavens — majestic, free, 
So didst thou travel on life's oommon waj 

In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart 
The lowliest duties on herself did lay. 



SILENCE. 

BY THOMAS HOOD. 

^f HERE is a silence where hath been no sound 

^f) There is a silence where no sound may be, 

Tn the cold grave — under the deep, deep sea, 

Or in wide desert where no life is found. 

Which hatb been mute, and atill must sleep profound; 

No voice is hush'd — no life treads silently, 

Bift plouda and cloudy shadows wander fre^ 
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That never spoke, over the idle ground: 
But in green ruins, in the desolate walls 
Of antique palaces, vhere man hath been. 
Though the dun fox, or wild hjiena, calls, 
*And owls, that flit continually between, 
Shriek to the echo, and the low winds moan, 
There the true Silence is, self-conscious and alone. 



FANCY IN KUBIBVS: OB, TEE POET IN 
THE CLOUDS. 

BT SAUUSL TAVLOB COLBBIDaB. 

^S^H! it is pleasant, with a heart at ease, 
^J Just after sunset, or by moonlight skies. 
To make the shiiling clouds be what you please^ 

Or let the easily persuaded eyes 
Own each quaint likeness issuing &om the mould 

Of a friend's fancy; or, with head bent low 
And cheek aslant, see rivers flow of gold 

'Twixt crimson banks; and then, a traveller, go 
From mount to mount through Cloudland, gorgeous 
land! 

Or, listening to the tide, with closed sight, 
Be that blind bard who, on the Ohian strand. 

By those deep sounds possessed with inward lights 

Beheld the Iliad and the Odyssey 

Rise to the swelling of the voiceful sea. 
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GOD'S POWER AND PROVIDEiTCE ILLTTB. 
TRATED IN TBE ANIMAL KINGDOM. 

BOOK or JOB, CHAP. XXXIX. 

tNOWEST thou the time when the wild goats of 
the rock bring forth ? or canst thou mark when 
the hinds do calve 7 Canst thou number the months 
that they fulfil ? or knowest thou the time when they 
bring forth? They bow themselves, they bring forth 
their young ones, they cast out their sorrows. Their 
young, ones are in good liking, they grow up with 
corn ; they go forth, and return not nnto them. 

Who hath sent out the wild ass free ? or who hath 
loosed the bands {rf the wild ass ? Whose house I have 
made the wilderness, and the barren land his dwell- 
ings. He seorneth the multitude of the city, neither 
legardeth he the crying of the driver. The range of 
the mountains is hia pasture, and he searcheth after 
every green thing. 

Will the unicorn be willing to serve thee, or abide 
by thy crib ? Canst thou bind the unicorn with his 
band in the furrow 7 or will he harrow the valleys 
after thee ? Wilt thou trust him, because his strength 
is great 7 or wilt thou leave thy labour to him 7 Wilt 
thou believe him, that he will bring home thy seed 
and gather it into thy bam? 
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Gavest thou the goodly wings unto the peacocks? 
or wings and feathers unto the ostrich ? Which leaveth 
her eggs in the earth, ^nd warmeth them in the dns^ 
and forgetteth that the foot may crush them, or that 
the wild beast may break them. She is hardened 
against hsr young ones, as though they were Hot hers : 
her labour is in vain without fear ; because God has 
deprived her of wisdom, neither has he imparted to 
her understanding. What time she lifteth up herself 
on high, she seometh the horse and his rider. 

Hast thou given the horse strength? hast thou 
clothed his neck with thunder ? Canst thou make him 
afraid as a grasshopper? the glory of his nostrils is 
terrible. He paweth in the valley, and rejoiceth in 
hjs strength: he goeth on to meet the armed men. 
He mocketh at fear, and is not afitighted; neither 
tumeth he back from the sword. The quiver rattleth 
against him, the glittering spear and the shield. He 
swalloweth the ground with fierceness and rage : nei- 
ther believeth he that it is the sound of the trumpet. 
He saith among the trumpets, Ha, ha I and he smelleth 
the battle afar oS, the thunder of the captains, and th« 
shouting. 

Doth the hawk fly by thy wisdom, and stretch her 
wings toward the South? Doth the eagle mount up 
at thy c(Mnmwid, and make her nest on high 7 She 
dwelleth and abideth on the rock, upon the crag of 
the rock, and the strong place. From thence, she 
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Beekotn tha prey, and her eyes behold afer off Her 
young ones also suok up blood : aod where the slaiD 
are, tbwe is she. 



BSLSHAZZAB'S FEAST. 
BOOK OF DANIEL, OHAP, T. 

yQELSHAZZAB, the king, made a great feast to ft 
^V thousand of his lords, and drank -nine befbra 
the thousand. Belshazzar, while be tasted the wine, 
commanded to bring the golden and silver vessels 
which his father Nebuchadnezzar had taken out of 
the temple which was in Jerusalem, that the king and 
his prince^ his wives and his concubines, might drink 
therein. Then they brought the golden veeaels that 
were taken out of the temple of the house of God 
which was at Jerasalem ; and the king and his princes, 
hia wives and hia concubines, drank in them. They 
drank wine, and praised the gods of gold, and of silver, 
of brass, of iron, of wood, and of stone. 

In the same bout came forth fingers of a man's 
band, and wrote over against the candlestick upon the 
plaster of the wall of the king's palace ; and the king 
saw the part of the hand that wrote. Then the king's 
countenance was changed, and his thoughts troubled 
him, so that the joints of his loins were loosed, and 
hia knees smote one against another. The king oried 
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aloud to bring in the astrologers, the Chaldeana, and 
the soothsayers. And the king spake, and said to the 
wise men of Babylon, "Whosoever shall read this 
writingj and show me the inteTpretation thereof shall 
be clothed with scarlet, and have a chain of gold about 
his neck, and shall be the third ruler in the kingdom. 
Then came in-all the king's wise men ; but thej could 
not read the writing, nor make known to the king the 
interpretation thereof. Then was king Belshazzar 
greatly troubled, and his countenance was changed in 
him, and his lords were astonished. 

Now the queen, by reason of the words of the king 
and his lords, came into the banquet house : and the 
queen spake and said, O king, live for ever : let not 
thy thoughts trouble thee, nor let thy countenance be 
changed : There is a man in thy kingdom, in whom is 
the spirit of the holy gods ; and in the days of thy 
&ther, light and understanding and wisdom, like the 
wisdom of the gods, was found in him; whom the 
king Nebuchadnezzar, thy father, the king, I say, thy 
&tijer, made master of the magioians, astrologers, 
Chaldeans, and soothsayers ; forasmuch as an excellent 
spirit, and knowledge, and understanding, interpreting 
of dreams, and showing of hard sentences, and dis- 
solving of doubts, were found in the same Daniel, 
whom the king named Belteshazzar : now let Daniel 
be called, and he will show the interpretation. Then 
was Daniel brought in before the king. And the 
king spake and said unto Daniel, Art thou that Daniel, ' 
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vMdh an ^ the ahildted <^ the oaptivity Of JuJalii 
whom the king my fitther brought out of Jewjy? I 
here eveu hmrd of the% thAt the apixit of the gods is 
it) thees and thilt light ftcd Uaderstanding and exoel* 
Ivttit wisdom is found In thee. And now the iriae men, 
ths astrologers, have bden broilght in before me, that 
they should t-ettd this vriting, and make known unto 
me the interpretation therec^; but they could not show 
the interpfetatioD of the thing : And I have heard (^ 
thee, that thou oanst make interpretations, and dis- 
solve doubtS! now if thou canst read the writing, and 
make known to me the loterpretatioii thweof, thou 
»halt be olothed with soarlet, ttid have a chain aS gold 
rtbout thy neckt and ahalt be the thi d ruler in the 
kingdom. 

Then Daniel imewered and stdd before the king, 
Let thy gifts be to thyself, aiul give thy rewards to 
another i yet 1 will fead the wHtlng Unto the king, 
and make known to him the interpretaUou. thou 
king, the most high Ood gave Nebuchadneezar thy 
father a kingdom, and majesty, and glory, and honour : 
And for the m^'eaty that he gave him, all people, 
nations, and languages, trembled and feared before 
him : whom he would he slew ; find whom he would 
he kept alive ; and whom he would he set up ; and 
whom he would he put down. But when his heart 
was lifted up, and his mind hardened in pride, he was 
deposed from his kingly throne, and they took his 
glory from him : and he was driven from the aoos of 

H 
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men ; and his heart vas made like the beasts ; and his 
dwelling was with the wild aases : they fed him with 
grass like oxen, and his body was wet with the dew 
<^ heaven ; tiU he knew that the most high Qod ruled 
in the kingdom of men, and that he appointeth over 
it whomsoever he will. And thou, his son, O Bel- 
shazzar, hast not humbled thine heart, though thou 
knewest all this ; hut hast lifted up thyself against the 
Lord of heaven : and they have brought the vessels 
of his house before thee, and thou and thy lords, thy 
wives and thy concubines, have drunk wine in them ; 
and thou hast praised the gods of silver, and gold, of 
brass, iron, wood, and stone, which see not, nof hear, 
nor know ; and the God in whose hand thy breath is, 
and whose are all thy ways, hast thou not glori£ed : 
Then was the part of the hand sent from him ; and 
this writing was written. 

And this is the writing that was written, MENE, 
MENE, TEKEL, UPHARSIN. This is the interpre- 
tation of the thing : MENE ; God hath numbered t)iy 
kingdom, and finished it. ' TEKEL ; thou art weighed 
in the balances, and art found wanting. PEBBS ; thy 
kingdom is divided, and given to the Modes and Per- 
sians. Then commanded Belahazzar, and they clothed 
Baniel with scarlet, und put a chain of gold aboat his 
neck, and made a proclamation concerning him, that 
he should be the third ruler in the kingdom. 

In that night was Belshazzar, the King of the Chal- 
deans, slain. And Darius, the Median, took the king- 
dom, being about threescore and two years old. 
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RVRAL LIFE IN SWEDEN. 

BT HBKET W. LONGTELLOW. 

^f HifiRE is BomethiDg patriarcbal still lingeriog 
^£/ about rural life in Sweden, whicli renders it a 
fit theme for song. Almost primeval simplicity reigns 
over tbat Northern land, — almost primeval solitude 
and stillness. You pass out from the gate of the citj, 
and, as if hy magio, the scene changes to a wild, wood- 
land landscape. Around you are forests of fir. Over- 
head hang the loqg, fan-like branches, trailing with 
mosa, and heavy with red and blue cones. Under foot 
is a oarpet of yellow- leaves ; and the air la warm and 
balmy. On a wooden bridge you cross a little silver 
stream ; and anon come forth into a pleasant and sunny 
land of farms. Wooden fences divide the adjoining 
fields. Across the road are gates, which are opened 
by troops of children. The peasants take oflf their 
hats as yon pass ; you sneeze, and they cry, " God bless 
you." The houses in the villages and smaller towns 
are all built of hewn timber, and for the most part 
painted red. The floors of the taverns are strewn with 
the fragrant tips of fir boughs. In many villages there 
are no taverns, and the pedants take turns in receiving 
travellers. The thrifty housewife shows you into the 
best chamber, the walls of which are hung round with 
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rade pictures from the Bible ; and brings you her 
heavy silver spoons, — an heirloom,— to dip the curdled 
milk from the pan. You have oaten cakes baked 
some months before; or bread with anise-seed and 
coriander ia it, or. perhaps, a little pine bark. 

Meanwhile the sturdy husband has brought his 
horses from the plough, and harnessed them to your 
earriE^e. Solitary travellera come and go in uncouth 
one-horse chaises. Most of them have pipes in their 
mouths, and hanging around their necks in front, a 
leather wallet, in which they cany tobacco, and the 
great bank.notes of the country, as large as your two 
hands. You meet, also, groups of Dalekarlian peasant 
women, travelling homeward, or townward, in pursuit 
of work. They walk barefoot, carrying in their hands 
their shoes, which have high heels under the hollow 
of the foot) and soles of birch bark. 

Frequent, too, are the village churches, standing by 
the roadside, each in its own little garden of Gethse- 
mane. In the parish register great events are doubtless 
recorded. Some old king was christened or buried in 
that church ; and a little sexton, with a riisty key, 
shows you the baptismal font, or the coffin. In the 
churchyard are a few flowers, and much green grass ; 
and daily the shadow of the church spire, with its 
long, tapering finger, counts the tombs, representing a 
dial-plate of human life,- on which the hours and 
minutes are the graves of men. The stones are flat, 
and large, and low, and perhaps sunken, like (he roofs 
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of old houses. On some are armorial bearings; on. 
others, only the initials of the poor teoants, with a 
date, aa on the roofe of Dutch cottages. They all sleep 
with their heads to the westward. Each held a lighted 
taper in his hand when he died ; and in his coffin were 
placed his little heart-treasures, and a piece of money 
for his last journey. Babes that came lifeless into the 
world were carried in the arms of gray-haired old men 
to the only cradle they ever slept in ; and in the shroud 
of the dead mother were laid the little garments of the 
child, that lived and died in her bosom. And over 
this scene the village pastor looks from his window in 
the stillness of midnight, and says in his heart, "How 
quietly they rest, all the departed ! " 

Near the churchyard gate, stands a poor-box, fast- 
ened tb a post by iron bands, and secured by a pad- 
lock, with a sloping wooden roof to keep off the rain. 
If it be Sunday, the peasants sit on the church steps 
and con their psalm-books. Others are coming down 
the road with their beloved pastor, who talks to them 
of holy things from beneath his broad-brinuned hat. 
He speaks of Belds and harvests, and of the parable 
of the sower, that went forth to sow. He leads them 
to the good Shepherd, and to the pleasant pastures of 
the spirit-land. He is their patriarch, and, like Mel- 
chizedek, both priest and king, though he has no 
other throne than the church - pulpit. The women 
carry psalm-books in their hands, wrapped in aiUc 
handkerchiefs, and listen devoutly to the good man's 
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words. But the young men, like Gallio, care for 
Done of tbeae things. They are busy countiDg the 
plaits in the kirtles of the peasant girls, their number 
being an indication of the wearer's wealth. It may 
end in a wedding. 

I will endeavonr to describe a village wedding in 
Sweden. It shall be in summer time, that there may 
be flowen^ and in a southern province, that the bride 
may be &ir. The early song of the lark and of cban- 
tioleer are mingling in the clear morning air, and the 
Bun, the heavenly bridegroom with golden locks, arises 
in the east, just as our earthly bridegroom with yellow 
Hut, arises in the south. In the yard there is a sound 
of voices and tramping of hoofs, and horses are led 
forth and saddled. The st^d that is to bear the bride- 
groom has a bunch of flowers upon his forehead, and 
a garland of corn-flowers around his neck. Friends 
from the neighbouring farms- come riding in, their 
blue cloaks streaming to the wind ; and finally the 
happy bridegroom, with a whip in his hand, and a 
monstrous nosegay in the breast of hia black jacket, 
oomes forth from his chamber ; and then to horse and 
away, towards the village where the bride already sits 
and waits. 

Foremost ridea the apokeaman, followed by some 
half dozen village musicians. Next comes the bride- 
RTooni between his two groomsmen, and then forty or 
fifty friends and wedding guests, half of them perhaps 
with pistols and guns in their hands, A kind of bag< 



aUMAL LIFE IS SWEDES. US 

gage-wagon brings up the rear, laden with food and 
drink for these merry pilgrims. At the entrance of 
every village stands a triumphal arch, adorned with 
flowers and ribbons and evergreens; and as they pass 
* beneath it, the wedding guests Are a salute, and the 
whole procession stops. And straight from every 
pocket flies a black-jack, filled with punch or brandy. 
It is passed from hand to hand among the crowd; 
provisions are brought from the wagon, and aiter eat- 
ing and drinking and hurrahing, the procession moves 
forward again, and at length draws near the house of 
the bride. Four heralds ride forward to announoe 
that a knight and his attendants are in the neighbour- 
ing forest, and pray for hospitality. " How many are 
you 1 " asks the bride's father. "At least three hun- 
dred," is the answer; and to this the host replies 
"Yes; were you seven times as many, you should all 
be welcome ; and in token thereof receive this cup." 
Whereupon each herald receives a can of ale; and 
soon after the whole Jovial company comes storming 
into the farmer's yard, and, riding round the May-pole, 
which stands in the centre^ alights amid a grand salute 
and flourish of music. 

In the hall sits the bride, with a crown upon her 
head and a tear in her eye, like the Virgin Mary in 
old church paintings. She is dressed in a red boddice 
and kirtl^ with loose linen sleeves. There is a gilded 
belt around her waist; and around her neck strings 
of gt^den bead^ and a j^^n chftin, On the crown 
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rests a wreath of wild roses, and below it another of 
cypress. Loose over her shoulders fidla her flazeo 
hair ; and her blue innocent eyes are fixed upon the 
ground. O thou good soul I thou hast hard hands, but 
a soft heart ! Thou art poor. The very ornaments 
thou wearest are not thine. They have been hired for 
this great day. Yet art thou rich ; rich in health, rich 
in hope, rich in thy first, young, fervent lova The 
blessing of heaven be upon thee I So thinks the parish 
priest, as jie joins together the hands of bride and 
bridegroom, saying in deep solemn tones, — "I give 
thee in marriage this damsel, to be thy wedded wife 
in all honour, and to share the half of thy bed, thy 
lock and key, and every third penny which you two 
may possess, or may inherit, and all the rights which 
Upland's laws provide, and the holy king Erik gave." 
The dinner is now served, and the bride sits between 
the bridegroom and the priest. The spokesman deli- 
vers an oration after the ancient custom of his fathers. 
He interlards it well with quotations from the Bible ; 
and invites the Saviour to be present at this marriage 
feast, as he was at the marriage feast in Cana of Ga- 
lilee. The table is not sparingly set forth. Each 
makes a long arm, and the feast goes cheerily on. 
Punch and brandy pass round between the courses, 
and here and there a pipe is smoked, while waiting 
for the next dish. They sit long at table ; but, as all 
things nrnat have an end, so must a Swedish dinner, 
^en the dance begins. It is led off by the bride and 



BVBAL LIFS /JV SWBDBlf. MS 

tlie priest, who perform a solemn minnet together. 
Not till after midnight comes the Last Daocd. The 
girla form a ring around the bride, to keep her &om 
the hands of the married women, who endeavoiur to 
break through the magic circle, and seize their new 
sister. After long struggling thej succeed ; and the 
crown is taken from her head and the jewels from her 
neck, and her boddice is unlaced and her kirtle taken 
off; and like a vestal virgin clad all in white she goef^ 
but it is to her marriage chamber, not to her grave ; 
and the wedding guests follow her with lighted can- 
dles in their hands. And this is a village bridal. 

.Kor must I forget the suddenly ohanging b^sodb 
of the Northern clime. There ia no long and lingering 
«prin{!^ unfolding leaf and blossom one by one -—no 
long and lingering autumn, pompous with many- 
coloured leaves and the glow of Indian summera. 
But winter and summer are wonderful, and pass into 
each other. The quail has hardly ceased piping in 
the com, when winter from the folds of trailing clouds 
sows broadcast over the land snow, icicles, and rattling 
hail. The days wane apace. Ere long the sun hardly 
rises above the horizon, or does not rise at all. The 
moon and the stars shine through the day; only, at 
noon, they are pale and wan, and in the souinem sky, 
a red, fiery glow, as of sunset, bums along the horizon 
and then goes out. And pleasantly under the silver 
moon, and under the silent, solemn starq, ring the 
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steel-ahoes of the skaters on the frozen aea, aod voices 
aDd the sound of bells. 

And now the Northern Lights begin to bam, faintly 
at £rat, like sunbeams playing in the waters of the 
blue sea. Then a aof); crimson glow tinges the heavens. 
There is a blush on the cheek of nigbt. The colours 
come and go, and change from crimson to gold, from . 
gold to crimson. The snow is stained with rosy light. 
Twofold from the zenith, east aud west, flames a fiery 
sword ; and a broad band passes athwart the heaven^ 
like a summer sunset. Sofl purple clouds come sailing 
over the sky, and through their Vapoury folds the 
winking stars shine white as silver. With such pomp 
aa this is Merry Christmas ushered in, though only a 
single star heralded the flrst Christmas. And in 
memory of that day the Swedish peasants dauce on 
straw ; and the peasant girls throw straws at the tim- 
bered roof of the hall, and for every one that sticks 
in a crack shall a groomsman cqme to their wedding. 
Merry Christmas indeed 1 For pious souls there shall 
be church songs and sermons, but for Swedish pea- 
sants, brandy and nut-brown ale in wooden bowls { 
and the great yulecake crowned with i^ cheese, and 
garlanded with apples, and upholding a three-armed 
candlestick over the Christmas feast. They may tell 
tales, too, of Jons Lundsbracka, and Lunkenfus, and 
(he great Biddar Fiuke of Pingsdaga.* 

And now the glad, leafy mid-summer, full of bloB 
* TitlcB of Swedish popular tales. 
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Boms and the song of nightingales, is cornel Sunt 
John has taken the flowers and festival of heathen 
Balder ; and in every village there is a May-pole fifty 
feet highi with wreaths, and roses, and ribbons, stream- 
ing in the wind, and a noisy weathercock on top, to 
tell the village whence the wind cometh and whither 
it goeth. The sun does not set till ten o'clock at 
night ; and the children are at play in the streets an 
hoar later. The windows and doors are all open, and 
yon may sit and read till midnight without a candle. 
O how beautiful is the summer night, which is not 
night, but a sunless, yet unclouded day, descending 
upon' earth with dews, and shadows, and refreshing 
coolness I How beautiful the long, mild twilight, 
which, like a silver clasp, unites to-day with yester- 
day ! How beautiful the silent hour, when Morning 
and Evening thus sit together, hand in hand, beneath 
the starless sky of midnight I 

From the church -tower in the public square the 
bell tolls the hour, with a soft, musical chime ; and 
the watchman, whose watch-tower is the belfiy, blows 
a blast in his horn, for each stroke of the hammer, 
and four times, to the four corners of the heavens, in 
a sonorous voice, he chants, — 

"IIo! wfltchman, hoi 
Ttrelve is the dock ! 
God Xeep our town 
From fire and brand 
And hostile hand I 
Twelve U the clobk!" 
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From his swallow's nest in tlie b^fry he cab see the 
sun all night long ; and farther north the priest ttands 
at his door in the warm midnight and lights his pipA 
with a common boroing-glass. 



SULECT PASSAGES FR01I"THB MABBLtl 
FAUN: OR, THE ROMANCE OF MONTE 
BENI." 

BY UTAIHANIEL HAWTHORNS. 



rHB FADW O* PKAXITELBS. 

^f HE Faun is the marble image of a yoang man. 
1^ leaning hie right arm on Uie trunk or stump 
of a tree; one hand hangs carelessly by his side; in 
the other he holds the fragment of a pipe, or some 
such sylvan instrument of music. His only garment-^ 
a lion's skin, with the claws upon his shoulder — falls 
half way down bis back, leaving the limbs and entire 
front of the figure nude. The form, thus displayed, 
is marveUously graceful, but has a fuller and mere 
rounded outline, more flesh, and less of heroic muscle ■ 
than the old sculptor* Were wont to assign to their 
types of masculine beauty. The character of the face 
corresponds with the figure; it ia moat agreeable in 
outline and feature, hut rounded and somewhat volnp- 
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tuously developed, especially about the throat and 
ohin; the nose ia almost straight, bat -verj slightly 
curves imvard, thereby acquiring an indescribable 
charm of geniality and humor. The mouth, with its 
full yet delicate lips, seems so nearly to smile outright, 
that it calls forth a responsive smile. The whole statue 
— unlike anything else that ever was wrought in that 
severe material of marble— conveys the idea of an 
amiable and sensual creature easy, mirthful, apt for 
jollity, yet not incapable of being touched by pathos. 
It is impossible to gaze long at this stone image with- 
out conceiving a kindly sentiment towards it, as if its 
substance were warm to the touch, and imbued with 
actuid life. It comes very close to some of our plea- 
santest sympathies. 

Perhaps it is the very lack of moral severity, of any 
high and heroic ingredient in the character of the 
Faun, that makes it so delightful an object to the 
human eye and to the frailty of the human heart. The 
being here represented is endowed with no principle 
of virtue, and would be incapable of comprehending 
such ; but he Would be tme and honest by dint of his 
fflmplicity. We should expect from him no sacrifice 
or effort for an abstract cause ; there is not an atom 
of martyr's stuff ib all that softened marble; but he 
has ft capacity for strong and warm attachment, and 
might act devotedly through its impulse, and even die 
for it at need. It is possibly too, that the Faun might 
be educated through the medium of his emotions, so 
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that tbe eoaraeir aninial portion of hia nature might 
eTentaally be thrown into the backgionnd, Aoagh 
never atterl; expelled. 

The animal natnre, indeed, ia a mo6t essentiBl part 
(^ the Faan's composition; for the charaoteristioe of 
the brate creation meet and oombice irith those of 
hnmanity in thia strange yet true and natural oonoep- 
tion (tf antiqne poetrj and art Praxiteles has subtly 
diffused throughout his work that mute mjBterj which 
po hopelessly perplexes ns whenerer we attempt to 
g^ an intelleotoal or sympathetio knowledge of the 
lower ordei* of creation.. The riddle is indicated, 
however, only by two definite signs ; these are the two 
ears of the Fann, which are leaf-shaped, terminating 
in little peaks, like those of some species of animals. 
Though not BO seen in the marble, they are probably 
to be coiraidered as clothed in fin^ downy ftir. In the 
coarser representations of thia class of mythological 
creatures, there is another token of brute kindred, — a 
certain caudal appendage; which, if the ¥tmo. of 
Praxiteles must be snpposed to possess it at all, is 
hidden by the lion's skin that forms his garment. The 
pointed and fiirry ears, ther^re, are the sole indica- 
tions of his wild, forest nature. 

Only a sculptor of the finest imagination, the most 
delicate taste, the sweetest feeling, and the rarest 
artastio skill — in a word, a aculptor and a poet too — 
oould have first dreamed of a Faun in this gaise, and 
then have succeeded in imprisoning the sportivo and 
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frisky thing in marble.. Neither man nor animal, and 
yet no monster ; but a being in whom both races meet 
on friendly ground I The idea grows coarse as we 
handle it, and hardens in our grasp. But, if the spec- 
tator broods long over the statue, he will be conscious 
of its spell; all ttie pleasantness of sylvan life, all the 
genial and happy charaoteristics of oreatnres that 
dwell in wooda and fields, will seem to be mingled and 
kneaded into one substance, along with the kindred 
qualities in the human soul. Trees, grassy flowers, 
woodland streamlets, cattle, deer, and unsophisticated 
man I The essence of all these was compressed long 
ago, and still exists within that discoloured marble 
surface of the Faun of Praxiteles. 

And, after all, the idea may have been no dream, 
but rather a poet's reminiscence of a period when 
man's affinity with nature was more strict, and his 
fellowship with every living thing more intimate and 
dear. 

THB DTINO OLADIATOB. 

"I used to admire this statue exceedingly," ho 
[Kenyon] remarked, "but, latterly, I find myself 
getting weary and annoyed that the man should be 
Buoh a length of time leaning on his arm in the y^ry 
act of death. If he is so terribly hurt, why does he 
not sink down and die without further ado ? Flitting 
moments, imminent emergencies, imperceptible inter- 
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vaU between two breaths, ought not to be encrusted 
with the eternal repose of marble ; in any sculptural 
Bubjocl^ there should be a moral standstill, since there 
must of necessity be a physical one. Otherwise^ it is 
like flinging a block of marble up into the air, and by 
some trick or enchantment^ causing it to stick there. 
You feel that it ought to come down, and are dissatis- 
fled that it does not obey the natural lav." 

DBSOBIPTIOK OF A FOUNTAIN. 

In the centre of the court, under the blue Italian 
sky, and with the hundred windows of the rast palace 
gazing down upon it, from four sides, appears a foun- 
tain. It brims over from one stone basin to another, 
or gushes from a Naiad's urn, or spirts its many little 
jets from the mouths of nameless monsters, which 
were merely grotesque and artificial when Bernini, or 
whoever was their unnatural father, first produced 
them ; but now the patches of moss, the tufts of grass, 
the trailing maiden-hair, and all sorts of verdant weeds 
that thrive in the cracks and crevices of moist marble, 
tell us that Nature takes the fountain back into her 
great heart, an<^ cherishes it as kindly as if it were a 
woodland spring. And, hark, the pleasant murmur, 
the gurgle, the plash! You might hear just those 
tinkling sounds from any tiny water-fall in the forest, | 
though here they gain a delicious pathos from the 
Btaiely echoes that reverberate their natural language. 
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So tbe fountain ia not altogether glad, after all i 
three centiiriea of play I 



NKEDLB-WOBK. 

There is something extremely pleasant, and even 
touching — at least, of very sweet, soft;, and winning 
effect— in this peculiarity of needle-work, distinguish- 
ing women from men. Our own sex is incapable of 
any such by-play aside frem the main business of life - 
but women — be they of what earthly rank they may, 
however gifted with intellect or genius, or endowed 
with awful beauty — have always some little handiwork 
ready to fill the tiny gap of every vacant moment, A 
needle is familiar to the fingers of them all. A queen, 
□o doubt, plies it on occasion ; the woman-poet can 
use it as adroitly as her pen ; tHfc woman's eye, that 
has discovered a new star, turns from its glory to send 
the polished little instrument gleaming along the hem 
of her kerchief, or to darn a casual fray in her dress. 
And they have greatly the advantage of us in this 
respect. The slender thread of silk or cotton keeps 
them united with the small, familiar, gentle interests 
of life, the continually operating influences of which 
do so much for the health of the character, and carry 
off what would otherwise be a dangerous accumula- 
tion of morbid sensibility. A vast deal of human 
sympathy runs along this electric line, stretching from 
the throne to the wicker-chair of the humblest seam- 
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Btress, and keeping bigh and low in a species of com- 
maaion with their kindred beiogs. Methinks it is a 
token of healthy and gentle characteristics, when 
women of high thoughts and accomplishments love to 
sew ; especially as they are never more at home with 
their own hearts than while so occnpied. 

THE ITALIAN CLIMATE. 

The Italian climate robs age of its reverence, and 
makes it look newer than it is. Not the Coliseum, nor 
the tombs <^ the Appian Way, nor the oldest pillar in 
the Forum, nor any other Soman ruin, be it as dilapi- 
dated as it may, ever give the impression of venerable 
antiquity which we gather, along with the ivy, from 
the gray walls of an English abbey or castle. And 
yet every brick or stone, which we pick up among the 
former, had fallen, ages before the foundation c^ the 
latter was begun. This is owing to the kindliness with 
which Nature takes an English ruin to her heart, 
covering it with ivy, as tenderly as Kobin Redbreast 
covered the dead babes with forest leaves. She strives 
to make it a part of herself, gradually obliterating the 
handiwork of man, and supplanting it with her own 
mosses and trailing verdure, till she has won the whole 
structure back. But, in Italy, whenever man has once 
hewn a stone. Nature forthwith relioquishes her right 
to it, and never lays her finger on it again. Age after 
age finds it oare and naked, in the barren sunshiny 
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and leaves it bo. Besides tliis natural disadvantage, 
too, each succeeding centuiy, in Rome, lias done its 
best to ruin the very ruins, so far as their picturesque 
effect is concerned, bj stealing away the marble and 
hewn stone, and leaving only yellow bricks, which 
never can look venerable. 

ON THS APPRECIATION Of 4. PICTUBK. 

A picture, however admirable the painter's art, and 
wonderful his power, requires of the spectator a sur- 
render of himself, in due proportion with the miracle 
which has been wrought. Let the canvas glow as it 
may, you must look with the eye of faith, or its highest ■ 
excellence escapes you. There is always the necessity' 
of helping out the painter's art with your own re- 
sources of sensibility and imagination. Not that these 
qua;1ities shall really add anything to what the master 
has effected ; but they must be put so entirely under 
his control, and work along with him to such an ex- 
tent, that, in a different mood, when you are cold and 
critical, instead of sympathetic, you will be apt to 
fancy that the loftier merits of the picture were of 
your own dreaming, not of his creating. 

DESCRIPTION OF SAINT PETEr'b. 

One afternoon, as Hilda entered Saint Peter's in 
sombre mood, its interior beamed upon her with all 
the eflEfect of a new creation. It aeemed an embodi- 
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meat of whatever the imagmation oould oonceivev or 
the heart desire^ as a magnifioent, comprehensive, 
majestio symbol of religious iaith. All spleiidoar was 
iiuladed within its verge, and there was epaoe for all. 
She gazed with delight even at the multiplicity of 
ornament. She was glad at the cherubim that flut- 
tered upon the pilasters, and of the marble doves, 
hovering, unexpectedly, with green olive branches of 
precious stones. She could spare nothing now, of the 
manifold magnificence that had been lavished, in a 
hundred places, richly enough to have made world- 
iamous ahrines in any other church, but which here 
melted away into the vast, sunny breadth, and were 
of no separate account. Ye£ each contributed its little 
all towards the grandeur of the whole. 

She would not have banished one of those grim 
popes, who ait each over his own tomb, scattering cold 
benedictions out of their marble hands ; nor a single 
frozen sister of the Allegoric family, to whom — as, 
like hired mourners at an English funeral, it costs 
them no wear and tear of heart — is assigned the office 
of weeping for the dead. If you choose to see these 
things, they present themselves.; if you deem them 
unsuitable and out of place, they vanish, individually, 
but leave their life upon the walls. 

The pavement 1 it stretched out illimitably, a plain . 
of many-coloured marble, where thousands of wor- 
shippers might kneel together, and shadowless angels 
tread amon^ them without brushing their heavenly 
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garments against those earthly ones. The roofl the 
dome! Kich, gorgeous, filled with sunshine, oheerAilly^ 
sublime, and fadeless after centuries, those lofty depths 
seemed to translate the heavens to mortal comprehen- 
sion, and help the spirit upward to a yet higher and 
wider sphere. Must not the faith, that built this match- 
less edifice, and warmed, illuminated, and overfiowed 
from it, include whatever can satisfy human aspiia- 
lions at the loftiest, or minister to human necessity at 
the sorest ? If Religion had a material home, was it 
not here? 

GUIOO'S BBATBICE. 

. Daring a visit made b; Hiriam to the studio of Hilda, the Utter 
ehows tier sister artist a oop; she has just finished of Qaido^s 
celebrated picture, which is thus described : 

The picture represented simply a female head; a 
very youthful, girlish, perfectly beautify face, envel- 
oped in white drapety, from beneath which strayed a 
lock or two of what seemed a rich, though hidden 
luxuriance of auburn hair. The eyes were large and 
brown, and met those of the spectator, but evidently 
with a strange, ineffectual effort to escape. There was 
a, little redness about the eyes, very slightly indicated, 
so that you would question whether or no the girl had 
been weeping. The whole face was quiet ; there was 
no distortion or disturbance of any single feature; 
Qor was it easy to see why the expression was not 
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cheerful, or vhy a single touoh c£ the artist's penoil 
should not brighten it into joyousnees. Bat, in &ol^ 
it was the reiy saddest picture ever painted or con- 
ceived ; it involved an untathomable depth of sorrow, 
the aense of which came to the observer by a sort of 
intoitioD. It was a sorrow that removed this beantiM 
girl oat of the sphere of humanity, and set her in a 
fitr-off region, the remoteness of which— while yet her 
face is so close before us, — ■ makes us shiver aa at a 
Bpectre. 

******** 

"And now that you have done it, Hilda, can you in- 
terpret what the feeling i^ that gives this picture such 
a mysterious force ? For my part, though deeply sen- 
sible of its infinenoe, I cannot seize it." 

"Nor can I, in words," replied her friend. "But 
while I was painting her, I felt all the time as if she 
were trying to escape from my gaze. She knows that 
her sorrow is so strange and so immense, that she 
ought to be solitary forever, both for the world's sake 
and her own ; and this ia the reason we feel such a 
distance ' between Beatrice and ourselves, even when 
our eyes meet hers. It is infinitely heart-breaking to 
meet her glance, and to feel that nothing can be done 
to help or comfort her ; neither does she ask help ot 
comfort, knowing the hopelessness of her case better 
than we do. She is a fallen angel — &llen, and yet 
sinless; and it is only this depth of sorrow, with its 
weight and darkness, that keeps her down upcm earth, 



and brmgd her within oai liew eren vMIe H sets im 
'bejQod oiu reach.'' 



When ve IwTe once known Borne, and left her 
vhere she lies, like a long decajing corpse, retaining 
a trace of the noble ahape it w»8, bat with aocumnlated 
dust and a fungoas growth oTerspreading all its more ■ 
admimble featurea— left her in utter weariness no 
doubt, of heir narrow, orooked, intricate streets, so 
nncomfortaUy paved with little squares of lava that 
to tread onrer them is a penitential pilgrimage, bo in* 
describably ugly, moreover, so oold, so alley-like, into 
which the sun never falls, and where a chiU wind 
forced ita deadly breath into our lunga — ^left her, tired 
of the sight of those immense eeven-atoried, y^ov- 
washed hovel^ or call them palaces^ where all that is 
dreary in domestic life seems magnified and inuUi- 
plied, and weary of climbing those staircases, which 
ascend {rom a ground-floor of cook-shops, cobblers' 
stalls, stables, and regiments of cavalry, to a middle 
region of princes, cardinals, and ambassadors, and an 
upper tier of artists, just beneath the unattainable 
sky — left her, worn out with shivering at the cheer- 
less and smoky fireside by day, and feasting with our 
own substance the ravenous little populace of a Roman 
bed at night— left her, sickat heart of Italian trickery, 
which has uprooted whatever faith in man's integrity 



had endured tiU now, and sick at stomach of sour 
bread, bout wine, rancid butter, and bad cookery 
needlessly bestowed on evil meats — left her, disgustea 
with the pretence of holiness and the reality of nasti- 
neas, each equally omnipresent — left her, half lifeless 
from the languid atmosphere, the vital principle of 
which has been used up long ^o, or corrupted by 
myriads of slaughters — left her, crushed down in 
spirit with the desolation of her ruin, and the hope- 
lessness of her future — left her, 5n short, hating her 
with all our might, and adding our individual curse 
to the infinite anathema which her old crimes have 
unmistakably brought down, — when we have left 
Rome in such mood as this, we are astonished by the 
discovery, by-and-by, that our heartstrings have mys- 
teriously attached themselves to the Eternal City, and 
are drawing us thitherward again, as if it were more 
Ikmiliar, more intimately our home, than even the 
spot where we were bom. 
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SONOS AND LYRICS FROM TEIfNYSffN'S 
-PRINCESS." 

[The lyrio whioh the poet haa introduced after eaoh section ot 
" The Princess," is a sort of chorns, designed to guide and inter- 
pret the sjmpathies of the reader, daring the progress of the 
poem. The; nearly all have reference to children and the ma- 
temal affection, and their epecial purpose seems to be to keep 
ptominentlj before the mind of the reader, the central idea of the 
poem, namely, that however much woman maj gain in "mental 
breadth," she most not "fail in chiidward care, nor lose the 
childlike in the larger mind." These lyrics did not appear in 
the first edition of " The Prinoess." Their introduction appears 
to h«Te been an i^ter-thought with the poet. — Editor.] 

BIOONCILIATION OVEB A CHILD'S OBATB. 

^oS tbro' the land at eve we went, 
^^C And pluok'd the ripen'd ear^ 
We fell out, my wife and I, 
O we fell out I know not why, 
And kiss'd again with tears. 

Fop when we came where lies the child 

"We lost in other years, 
There above the little grave, 
O there ahove the little grav^ 

We kiss'd again with tears. 
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OBADLE SONG. 

Swoet and low, sweet and low, 

Wind of the weetem sea, 
Low, low, breathe and blow, 

Wind of the weatwn sea I 
Over the rolling waters go, 
Come from the dying moon, and blow, 

Blow him again to me; 
While mj little one, whUe tdj prd>ty one^ sleepa. 

Sleep and rest, sleep and rest, 

FaUier will come to thee soon; 
Best, rest, on mother's breast, 

Father will come to thee soon; 
Father will come to his babe in the nest, 
Silver sails all out of the west 

Under the silver moon: 
Sleep, my little one) sleep, my pretty on^ sleep. 

BUGLE SONG. 

The splendour falls on castle walla 

And snowy snmmite old in story: 
The long light shakes across the lakfi% 
And the wild cataract leaps io gloiy. 
Blow, bugl^ blow, set the wild echoes flying, 
Blow, bugle ; answer, edioes, dying, dying, dying. 
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O IutI^ O Hear I how thin and alear, 
And tlunner, clearer, farther goiDgl 
O sweet and far from cliff and soar 
The hortu of Elflaud faintly hlowing^l 
Blow, let U9 hear the purple glens replying : 
Blow, bugle ; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 

. O love, they die in yon rich sky, 
They fiiint on hill or field or river : 
Our eohoea roll fiom soul to soul, 
And grow for ever and for -eTer. 
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, 
And answer, eiiiboes, answer, dying, dyiitg, dying. 



TBB VXY& THAT AKB NO VOBB. 

Tears, idle tearE^ I know not what they mean, 
Tears from the depth of some divine despair 
Sise in the hetirt, and gather to the eye^ 
In looking on the happy Autumn-fielde^ 
And thinking of the days that are no morei 

Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail, 
That brings our friends up from the underworlc^ 
Sad as the la^t which reddens over one 
That sinks with all we love below the verge ; 
So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more. 
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Ab, sad and strange aa in dark srunmer dawns, 
The earliest pipe of half-awakeo'd-birds 
To dying eara, when onto djing ejea 
The casement alowly grows a glimmering square ; 
So sad, so strange, the days that are no more. 

Dear as remember'd kisses aiter death. 
And sweet as those bj hopeless lancj feign'd 
On lips that are for others ; deep as love, 
Deep as first love^ and wild with all regret ; 
O Death in Lifey the days Uiat are no more. 

THK DBAD WABRIOB. 

Home they bronght her warrior dead: 
She nor swoon'd, nor ntter'd cry: 

All her maidens, watching, said, 
"She must weep or she will die." 

Then they praised him, soft and low, 
Oftll'd him worthy to be loved, 

Truest friend and noblest foe; 
Tet she neither qrake nor moved. 

Stole a maiden from her place, 

Lightly to the warrior stept, 
Took the iace-cloth from the lace; 

Yet she neither moved nor vepL 
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Eoae a nurse of ninety years, 

Set his child upon her knee — 
Iiike summer tempest came her tears — 

"Sweet, my child, I live for thee." 

"ASK HS NO HOBB." 

Ask me no more : the moon may draw ths sea ; 
The doud may stoop &om heaven and take die 

shape, 
With fold to fold, of mountain or of cape; 
Bat, O too fond, when have I answered thee ? 
Ask me no more. 

Ask me no more : what answer should I give ? 

I love not hollow cheek or faded eye ; 

Yet, O my friend, I will not have thee die I 
Ask me no more, lest I should bid thee live; 
Ask me no more. 

Ask me no more : thy fiite and mine are sealed : 
I strove against the stream and all in vain : 
Let the great river take me to the main : 

No mor^ dear love, for at a touch I yield ; 
Afik me no more. 
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TEE SAXON AND LATIN ELEMENTS OF 
TEE ENGLISH LANOUAOE; — TBE FE- 
CULIAB PROVINCE OF EACH IN PO- 
ETIC DICTION. 

BT THOMAS DE QDIKCBT.* 

(jS^NE original obstacle to the favourable impression 
^^ (rf the Wordsworthian poetry, and an obstacle 
purely s^-created, vas bis theory of poetic diction. 
The diction itself, without the theory, was of less con- 
sequence ; for the mass of readers would have been 
too blind or too careless to notice it. But the prefiice 
to the second edition of hia Poems (2 vols, 1799 — 
1800), compelled them to notice it. Nothing more 
injudicious was ever done by man. An unpopular 
truth would, at any rate, have been a bad inaugu- 
ration, for what, on olher accounts, the author had an- 
nounced as " an experiment." His poetry was already 
as experiment as regarded the quality of the subjects 
selected, and as regarded the mode of treating them. 
That was surely trial enough for the reader's untrained 
sensibilities, without the unpopular truth besides, as 
ito the diction. But, in the mean time, this truth, be- 
sides being unpopular, was also, in part, false : it was 
true, and it was not true. And it was not true in a 

* From tb@ Mitlior'i eiaaj on WordBworlli's Poetry. 
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doable way. Stating broadly, and allowing it to be 
taken for bis meaning, tbat tbe diction of ordinary 
life, in bis own words, " tbe very language of man," 
was tbe proper diction for poetry, tbe writer meant no 
8«<;h thing ; for only a part of this diction, according to 
bis own subsequent restriction, was arailablo for such 
a use. And, secondly, as bis own subsej^aent practice 
showed, even tbis part was available only for peculiar 
classes of poetry. In his own exqaisite "Laodamia," 
in his " Sonnets," in bis " Bscursion," few are his obli- 
gations to the idiomatic language of life, as dia- 
tinguished from tbat of books, or of prescriptive 
usage. Coleridge remarked, justly, tbat "Tbe Ex- 
cursion" bristles beyond most poems with what are 
called "dictionary" words; that is, polysyllabic words 
of Latin or Greek origin. And so it must ever b^ in 
meditative poetry upon solemn philosophic themes. 
The gamut of ideas needs a corresponding gamut of 
expressions; the scale of tbe thinking, which ranges 
through every key, exacts, for the artist, an unlimited 
command over tbe entire scale of the instrument which 
be employs. Never, in fact, was there a more errone- 
ous direction than tbat given by a modern rector of 
the Glasgow University to the students, — viz., that 
they should cultivate tbe Saxon part of onr language, 
at tbe cost of the Latin part. Nonsense t Both are in- 
dispensable ; and, speaking generally without stopping 
to distinguish as to subjects, both are aquaUy indis- 
pensable. Pathos, in situations which are bomely, or 
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at all oonneoted with dom^tio af^tion^ naturallj 
iDOTes by Saxon words. LTtioal emotion of svery 
kind, wliioh (to merit the name of hfeicaV) must; be in 
the state of flox and reflux, or, generally, of agitation, 
'also requires the Saxon element of our language. 
And why ? Because the Saxon is the aboriginal ele- 
ment; the baais, and not the superstructure; conae- 
quently, it comprehends all the ideas which are natural 
to the heart (^ man, and to the elementary situations 
of life. And, although the Latin often famishes ns 
with duplicates of these ideas, yet the ^xon or mono- 
syllabic part has the adTontage c& precedency in oar 
use and knowledge ; for it ia the language of the 
nnrsery, whether for rich or poor, in which great phi- 
lological academy, no toleration is given to words in 
"osity" or "aiion." There is, therefore, a great ad- 
vantage, as regards the consecration to our feelingc^ 
settled, by usage and custom, upon the Saxon strands, 
in the mixed yarn of our native tongne. And, uni- 
versally, this may be remarked — that, wherever the 
.passion of a poem is of that sort, which taes, pretumea, 
or poatulatea the ideas, without seeking to extend them, 
Saxon will be the "cocoon" (to speak by the language 
applied to silkworms), which the po^n spins for itself. 
But, on the other hand, where the motion of the feel- 
ing is hy and through the ideas, where (as in religious 
OP meditative poetry — Yonng'a, for instance, or CJow- 
per's) the pathos creeps and kindles underneath the 
very tissues of the thinking, there the Latin will pre- 
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dominate ; and so much so, tliat, whilst tbe flesh, the 
hlood, and the muscle, will be oft«i almost exclusively 
Latin, the ftrtioulations only, or hinges of connection, 
will he Anglo-Saxon. 



VISIT OF THE WISE MEN TO THE IN- 
FANT SAVIOUR, AND THE FLIGHTINTO 
EG TFT. 

QOSFSL or ST, MATTHEW, CHAP. II. 

^^^OW when Jesus was bom in Bethlehem of Jndea 
iS\i in the days of Herod the king, behold, there 
came wise men &om the east to Jerusalem, sayings 
Where is he that is bom King of the Jews ? for we 
have seen his star in the east, and are come to wor- 
ship him. When Herod the king had heard these 
things, he was troubled, and all Jerusalem with him. 
And when he had gathered all the chief priests and 
scribes of the people together, he demanded of them 
where Christ should be born. And they said unto 
him, In Bethlehem of Judea: for thus it is written 
by the prophet, And thou Bethlehem, in the land of 
Judah, art not the least among the princes of Judah : 
for out of thee shall come a Governor, that shall rule 
my people Israel. Then Herod, when he had privily 
called the wise men, inquired of them diligently, what 
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time tbe star appeared. And be sent them to Bethle 
hoin, and said, Go and searoh diligently for the young 
child ; and when ye have found him, bring me word 
again, that I may come and worship him also. When 
they had heard the king, they departed ; and, lo, the 
star, which they saw in the east^ went before them, 
till it came and stood over where the young child 
was. When they saw the star, they rejoiced with es- 
oeoding great joy. 

And when they were come into the boose, they saw 
the young child with Mary bis mother, and fell down, 
and worshipped him : and when they had opened their 
treasares, they presented unto him gifts; gold,- and 
frankincense, and myrrh. . And being wanted of God 
in a dream that they should not return to Herod, they 
departed into their own country another way. And 
when they were departed, behold, the angel of the 
Lord appeareth to Joseph in a dream, saying, Arise, 
and take the young child and his mother, and flee into 
Egypt, and be thou there until I bring thee word: 
for Herod will seek the young cbUd to destroy him. 
When he arose, he took the young child and bia 
mother by night, and departed into Egypt : 

And was there until the deatl^ of Herod : that it 
might be fulfilled which was spoken of the Lord by 
' the prophet, saying, Out of Egypt have I called my 
son. 

Then Herod, when he saw that he was mocked of 
the wise men, was exceeding wroth, and sent forth 
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and Blew all the children that were iQ Bethlehem, and 
in all the coasts thereof, from two. years old and nnder, 
according to the time which he had diligently ent^uired 
of the wise men. Then wa* fulfilled that which was 
q>oken by Jeremy the prophet, saying. In Rama was 
there a Tolce heard, lamentation, and weeping, and 
great mourning, Rachel weeping for her children, and 
wonld not be comforted, because they are not. 

But when Herod was dead, behold, an angel of the 
Lord appeareth in a dream to Joseph 'in Egypt, Say- 
ing, Arise, and take the young child and his mother, 
and go into the land of Israel: for they are dead 
which sought the young child's life. And he arose, 
and took the yonng child and his mother, and came 
into the land of Israel. But when he heard that 
Archelaus did reign in Judsea in the room of his father 
Herod, he was aA-aid to go thither: notwithstanding, 
being warned of God in a dream, he turned aside into 
the parts of Galilee: And he came and dwelt in a 
ci^ called Kazareth : that it might be fulfilled which 
was apoken by the prophets. He shall be called a 
Nazarene. 
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FARABLS OF THE PSODIOAL SON. 
GOSPEL OF ST. LUEK, XT, T. 11 — SA. 

^f^ CERTAIN man had two sons : And the younger 
^t% of thera said to his &ther, Father, give me the 
portion of goo^s that falleth to me. And he dirided 
unto them his living. And not many days after, the 
yonnger son gathered all together, and took his jour- 
ney into a &r country, and there wasted his substance 
with riotous living. And when he had spent all, there 
arose a mighty famine in that land ; and he began to 
be in want And he went and joined himself to a 
citizen of that country ; and he sent him.into hia fields 
to feed swine. And he would fun hare 6Ued his belly 
with the husks that the swine did eat : and no man 
gave unto him. And when he came to himself, he 
said, Eow many hired servants of my father's have 
bread enoTigh and to spare, and I perish with hunger! 
I will arise and go to my fiither, and will say unto 
him, Father, I have sinned against heaven, and before 
thee. And am no more worthy to be called thy son : 
make me as one of thy hired servants. And he aros^ 
and came to His father. But when he was yet a great 
way off, his father saw him, and had compassion, and 
ran, and fell on his neck, and kissed him. And the 
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Boit said unto him, Father^ I have sinned against heaven, 
and in thy sight, and am no more worthy to be called 
thy son. But the father said to his servants. Bring 
forth the best robe, and put it on him ; and put a ring 
on his hand, and shoes on his £eet : And bring hither 
the fatted oal^ and kill it; and let us eat, and he merry : 
For this my son was dead, and is alive again ; be was 
lost, and is found. And they began to bo merry. 
Nov his elder son vaa in the field : and as he came 
and drew nigh to the houses he heard music and 
dancing. And he called one of the eervantB, and 
asked what these things meant. And he said onto 
him, Thy brother is come; and thy father hath killed 
the fktted oalf, because he hath received him safe and 
sound. And ho was angry, Bad would not go in; 
therefcoe came his father oirt, and intreated him. And 
h6 answering said to his father, Lo, theaa many years 
do I serve thee, neither transgressed I at any tduie thy 
commandment ; and yet thou never gavest me a kid, 
that I might' make merry with my friends : But aa 
soon aa this thy son was com^ which hath devoured 
thy living with harlots, thou bast killed for him the 
&aed calf. And he said unto him. Son, thou art ever 
with me, and all that I have is thine. It was meet 
that we should make merry, and be glad : for this thy 
brother was dead, and is alive again ; and wa^ lost, and - 
is found. 
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CSSIST AlfD THE WOMAl^ OF 8AUABIA. 
GOSPEL OF ST. JOHN, IT., T. 1 — 42. 

riT^HEN therefore the Lord knew Low the Phari- 
Tay sees had heard that Jesus made and baptized 
more disciples than John, (Though Jesus himself bap> 
tized not, but his disciples,) He left Judtea, and de- 
parted again into Galilee. And he must needs go 
through Samaria. Then cometh he to a city of 
Samaria, which is called Sychar, near to the parcel of 
ground that Jacob gave to his son Joseph. Now 
Jacob's well was there. Jeaus therefore, being wearied 
with his journey, sat thus on the well: and it was 
about, the sixth hour. There cometh a woman of 
Samaria to draw water : Jesus saith unto her. Give 
me to drink. (For his disciples were gone away unto 
the city to buy meat.) Then saith the woman of 
Samaria onto him, How is it that thou, being a Jew, 
askest drink of m^ which am a woman of Samaria? 
(for the Jews have no dealings with the Samaritans.) 
Jesus answered and said unto her. If thou knewest the 
gift of God, and who it is that saith to thee. Give me 
to drink ; thou wouldest have asked of him, and he 
would have given thee living water. The woman saith 
onto him, Sir, thou hast nothing to draw with, and the 
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well is deep : from wtenee tlien hast thou that living 
water? Art thOu greater than our father Jacob, which 
gave us the well, and drank thereof himself, and his 
children, and his cattle 7 Jesus answered and said unto 
her, Whosoever drinketh of this water shall thirst 
again : But whosoever drinketh of the water that I 
shall give him shall never thirst ; but the water that 
.1 shall give him shall be in him a well of water spring- 
jng up into everlasting life. The woman saith unto 
him, Sir, give me this water, that I thirst not, neither 
come hither to draw. Jesus saith unto her. Go, call 
thy husband, and come hither. The woman answered 
and said, I have no husband. Jesus said unto her. 
Thou hast well said, I have no husband : For thou 
hast had five husbands ; and he whom thou now hast 
. is not thy husband : in that saidst thoa truly. The 
woman sai^ unto him. Sir, I perceive that thou art a 
prophet Our fethers worshipped in this mountain ; 
and ye say, that in Jerusalem is the place where men 
ought to worship. Jesus saith unto her, Woman, be- 
lieve me, the hour cometh, when ye shall neither in 
this mountain, nor yet at Jerusalem, wxirship the Fa- 
ther. Ye worship ye know not what ; we know what 
we worship ; for salvation is of the Jews. But the 
hour cometh, and now is, when the true worshippers 
shall worship the Father in spirit and in truth; for 
the Father seeketh such to worship him. God is a 
Spirit : and they that worship him must worship him 
in spirit and in truth. The woman saith unto him, I 
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Icnov tbat Mesaias cometh, wUch is called Christ: 
-wben he is gome, he will tell aa all things. Jeenta 
saith unto her, I that sp^k onto thee am he. 

And upon this came hid disciples, and marvelled 
that he talked with the woman : yet no man said. 
What seekest thou? or, Why talkest thou with her? 
The woman then left her waterpot, and went her way 
into the city, and saith to the men, Come, see a man, 
which told me all things that ever I did: ia not this 
the Christ ? Then they went out of the city, and oamo 
unto him. 

In the mean while his disciples piayed him, saying, 
Master, eat. But he said onto them, I have meat to 
eat that ye know not of. Therefore said the diaoiples 
one to another. Hath any man brought him aught to 
eat ? Jesus saith unto them, My meat is to do the will . 
of him that sent nxo, and to finish his vork. Say' not 
ye. There are yet four months, and then oometh har- 
vest ? behold, I say unto yOu, Lift up your eye^ and 
look on the Eelds ; for they are white already to bar- 
vest. And he that reapeth, receiveth wages, and 
gatheieth fruit unto life eternal: (hat both he that 
soweth and he that reapeth may r^joioe together. And 
herein is that saying true. One soweth, and wiother 
reapeth. I seat you to reap that whereon ye bestowed 
no labour: other men laboured, and ye are entered 
into their labours. 

And many of the Samaritans of tbat city believed 
>n him for the saying of the wonuui, whioh testified, 
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He told me all that ever I did. So when the Samari- 
tans were come imto him, they besought him that he 
would tarry with them : and he abode there two days. 
And many more believed because <tf his own word ; 
And said unto the woman, Now we believe, not be- 
cause of thy saying : for we have heard him ourselves, 
and know that this is indeed the Christy the Saviour 
of the world. 



LADY CLARA VEBE DE TEBE 
BY ALFRED TBHNYSOK. 

fADY Cflara Vere do Tere, 
Of me you shall not win renown: 
Tou thought to break a country heart 
Fot pastime, ere you went to town. 
At me you smiled, but unbeguUed 

I saw the snare, and I retired: 

The daughter of a hundred Earl^ 

Tqu are not one to be desired. 

Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 

I know you proud to bear your name^ 
Tour pride is yet no mate for mine^ 

Too prood to care from whence I caiqe,' 
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Nor would I break for jour sweet sftk* 
A heart that doats <m truer cbarma. 

A simple tuaiden in her Sower 
Is w«»th a hundred ooatSKff-anna. 



Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 

Some meeker pupil jou must finct 
For were you queen of all that is, 

I could not stoop to such a miud. 
You sought to prove how I could love, 

And my disdain is my reply. 
,The lion on your <dd stone fates 

Is not more cold to you than L 

I>ady Clara Vere de Vere, 

You pat st^nge memorfes in my head. 
Not l^ee your branching limes have blown 

Since I beheld yonng Lanrenoe dead. 
Oh, yont swtet eyes, your low replies: 

A great enchantress you may be ; 
But there was that across his throat 

Which yon had hardly cared to see. 

Lady Clara Vere da Vere, 

When thus he mat his mother's view, 
She had the passioas of her Idodt 

Sbe^^M^e sQpie oeiiain trtUhs of yoa.' 
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Indeed I beard one 'bitter void 
That scarce is fit for you to hear ; 

Her manners had not that repose 
Which Btampg the caste of Tere de Tare. 



Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 
"" There stands a ^ectre in yoar hall : 
The guilt of blood ia at yonr door: 

Yon changed a ■wholesome heart to gall. 
You held your course irithout Temorae, 

■To make him trust his modest worth, 
And, last, you fix'd a vacant stare, 

And slew him "witli your noble birth. 

Trust me, Clara Vere de Vere, 

From yon blue heavens above us ben^ 
The grand old gardener and his wife 

Smile at the claims of long descent. 
Howe'er it be, it seems to me, 

'Tis only noble to be good. 
Kind hearts are more than coroBets, 

And simple Mth than Norman blood. 

I know you, dara Vere da Vere; 

You pine among your balls and towess: 
The languid light of your proud eyes 

Is wearied of the rdliog boors. 
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In glowii^; health, with boundless wealth, 
Bat Bickening of a vague disease 

Yon know so ill to deal with time, 
Yoa needs must play such pranks as these. 

Clara, Clara Tere de Vere, 

If Time be heavy on your hands, 
Are there no beggars at your gate^ 

Nor any poor about your lands? 
Oh I teach the orphan-boy to read, 

Or teach the orphan-girl to sew, 
Pray Heaven for a human heart, 

And let the foolish yeoman go. 



TRE LORD OF BUELEIOS. 
BT ALFRED TBITNTSON. 

fN her ear he whispers gaily, 
"If my heart by signs can tell. 
Maiden, I have watch'd thee daUy, 

And I think thou lov'st me well." 
She relies, in accents fainter, 

"There is none I love like thee." 
He is but a landscape-painter, 
And a village maiden she. , 
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He to lips, that fondly falter. 

Presses his without reproof: 
Leads her to the village altar, 

And they leave her father's roof. 
"I can make no marriage present: 

Little can I give my wife. 
Love will make our cottage pleasant, 

And I love thee more tlian life." 
They by parka and lodges going 

See the lordly castles stand: 
Summer woods, about them blowing, 

Made a murmur in the land. 
From deep thought himself he roase^ 

Says to her that loves him well, 
"Let aa see these handsome houses 

Where the wealthy nobles dwell." 
So she goes by him attended, 

Hears him lovingly converse. 
Sees whatever fair and splendid 

Lay betwixt his home and hers; 
Parks with oak and chestnut shady. 

Parks and order'd gardens great. 
Ancient homes of lord and lady. 

Built for pleasure and for state. 
All be sh6w3 her makes him dearer: 

Evermore she seems to gaze 
On that cottage growing nearer. 

Where they twain will spend their daya. 
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O but she will love him truly! 

He shall hare a cheerful home; 
She will order all things duly, 

When beneath hia roof they oome. 
Thus her heart rejoicea greatly. 

Till a gateway she discerns 
With armorial bearings stately, 

And beneath the gate sb^ tamB; 
Sees a mansion more majestic 

Than all those she saw before: 
Many a gallant gay domestic 

Bows before him at the door. 
And they speak in gentle mnrmor. 

When they answer to bia call, 
While be treads with footstep firmer, 

Leading on from hall to balL 
And, while now she wonders blindly, 

Nor the meaning can divine. 
Proudly turns be round and kindly, 

" All of this is mine and thine." 
Here he lives in state and bounty. 

Lord of Burleigh, fair and &ee, 
Not a lord in all the county 

Is so great a lord as he. 
All at once the colour flushes 

Her sweet face from brow to chin : 
As it were with shame she blushes. 

And her spirit changed within. 
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Then her countenance all orer 

Pale again as death did proVe: 
But he plasp'd her like a lover, 

And he cheered her soul with love. 
So she strove against her weakness, 

Tho' at times her spirits sank: 
Shaped her heart with woman's meekneaa 

To all duties of her rank : 
And a gentle consort made he. 

And her gentle mind was such 
That she grew a noble lady, 

And the people loved her much. 
Bat a trouble weigh'd upon her, 

And perplex'd her, night and mom, 
"With the burthen of an honour 

Unto which she was not born. 
Faint she grew, and ever fainter, 

As she murmur'd, "Oh, that he 
Were once more that landscape-painter. 

Which did win my heart from me!" 
So she droop'd and droop'd before him. 

Fading slowly from his side : 
Three fair children first she bore him, 

' Then, before her time, she died. 
Weeping, weeping late and early. 

Walking up and pacing down, 
Deeply monm'd the Lord of Burleigh, 

Burleigh-house by Stamford-town. 
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And he came to look upon her, 

And he look'd at her and said, 
"Bring the dress and put it on her, 

That she wore when she was wed." 
Then her people, softly treading, 

Bore to earth her body, drest 
In the dress that she was wed in. 

That her spirit might have rest. 



PARALLEL BETWEEN THE PORTRAITS 
OF BYRON AND SHELLEY. 

BT OEOBGE OILFILLAH 

fN the forehead and head of Byron there is more 
massive power and breadth : Shelley's has a 
smooth, arched, spiritual expression; wrinkle there 
seems none on his brow ; it is as if perpetual youth 
had there dropped its freshness. Byron's eye eeems 
the focus of pride and lust ; Shelley's is mild, pensive, 
fixed on you, but seeing you through the mist of his 
own idealism. Defiance curls on Byron's nostril, and 
sensuality steeps his full large lips ; the lower features 
of Shelley's face are frail, feminine, flexible. Byron's 
head is turned upwards ; as if, having risen proudly 
above his contemporaries, he were daring to claim 
kindred, or to demand a ^jontest, with a superior order 
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of beings: Shelley's ia half bent, in reTOrenoo and 
iiuraility, before soma vast vision seen by hia own ey» 
alone. Misery erect, and striving to cover its retreat 
under an aspect of oontemptuoua fury, ia the perma- 
nent and pervading expression of Byron's connten,- 
aiice : — sorrow, softened and shaded away by hope and 
habit, lies like a " holier day" of still moonshiae upon 
that of Shelley. In the portrait of Byron, taken at 
tbe age of nineteen, yon see the unnatural age of pre- 
mature passion ; his hair is young, his dress is yonth- 
ful ; but his face is old : — in Shelley you see the 
eternal child, none the less that his hair is gray, and 
that " sorrow seems half his immortality," 



INTELLECTUAL QUALITIES OF MILTON. 
BT WILLIAM ELLEBT CHANNIKa. 

fN speaking of the intellectual qualities of Milton, 
we may begin with observing, that the very 
splendour of hia poetic feme has tended to obscure or 
conceal the extent of his mind, and tbe variety of its 
energies and attainments. To many he seems only a 
poet; when, in truth, he was a profound scholar, a 
man of vast compass of thought, imbued thoroughly 
with all ancient and modern learning, and able to 
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master, to moald, to impregnate with his own jntellM- 
taal power, his great and Tatious acquisitions. 

He had not learned the snperficial doctrine of a later 
day, that poetry flourishes most in an uncultivated. 
soil, and that imaginatipn shapes its brightest visions 
from the mists of a superstitious age ; and he had no 
dread of accumulating knowledge, lest it should op- 
press and smother his genius. He was conscious of 
that within him, which could quicken all knowledge, 
and wield it with ease and might ; which could give 
freshness to old truths, and harmony to discordant 
thoughts ; which could bind together, by living ties 
and mysterious affinities, the most remote discoveries, 
and rear fabrics of glory and beauty from the rude 
materials which other minds had collected. 

Milton had that universality which marks the 
highest order of intellect. Though accustomed, almost 
from infjtucy, to drink at the fountains of classical 
literature, he had nothing of the pedantry and fasti- 
diousness which disdain all other draughts. His healthy 
mind delighted in genius, on whatever soil, or in what- 
ever age it burst forth and poured out its fulness. He 
understood too well the rights, and dignity, and pride 
of a creative imagination, to lay on it the laws of the 
Greek or Roman schools. Parnassus was not to him 
the only holy ground of genius. 

He fult thai poetry was a universal presence. Great 
minds were everywhere his kindred. He felt the en- 
chantment of Oriental fiction, surrendered himself to 
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the str&uge creationa of ''Araby the Blest," and de- 
lighted still more in the romantic spirit of chivalry, 
and in the tales of wonder in which it was embodied. 
Accwrdiogly, his poetry reminds us of the ocean, which 
adds to its own boundlesanes^ contributions from all 
regions under heaven. Nor was it only in the depart- 
ment of imagination that his acquisitions were vast. 
He travelled over the whole field of knowledge, as far 
as it had then been explored. 

His various philological attainments were used to 
put him in possession of the wisdom stored in alt 
countries where the intellect had been cultivated. The 
natural philosophy, metaphysics, ethics, history, the- 
ology, and political science of his own, and former 
times, were ikmiliar to him. Never was there a more 
unconfined mind; and we would cite Milton as a 
practical example of the benefits of that univ^Bal 
ctJture of intellect, which forms one distinction of our 
times, but which some dread, as unfriendly to original 
thought. 

Let such remember, that mind is in its own nature 
diffusive. Its object is ihe universe, which is strictly 
one, or bound together hy infinite connections and 
correspondences; and- accordingly its natural progress 
is from one to another field of thought : and wherever 
original power, creative genius exists, the mind, far 
from being distracted or oppressed by the variety of 
its acquisitions, will see more and more common bear- 
ings_ and hidden and beautiful analogies in all the 
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objects of knowledge ; will see matoal light shed from 
trntli to tradi; and will compel, as with a kinglj 
power, whatever it understand^ to yield some tribute 
of proo^ or illostration, or eplendoor, to whatever 
topio it would unfold. 



TEE SKELETON IN ABMOUB. 
BT HBNBY WADHWOETH LONQPBLLOW. 



[The following Ballad was tniggestod to me while riding on 
the •eoahore at Newport. A jear or two previoas & skeleton had 
been dog up ^t Fall River, olad in bn>ken and corroded armonr ; 
and tbe idea oooarred to me of connecting it with the Round 
Tower at Newport, generallj kiiown hitherto m the Old Wind- 
mill, though now olaiiued b; the Danes as a work of tlieir early 
anoertors.] 



tPEAKI speak Ijhou fearful gueatl 
Who, with thy hoUow breast 
Still in rude armour drest^ 

Comest to daunt me I 
Wrapt not in Eastern balm^ 
But with thy fleshleas palms 
Stretched, as if asking alms, 
Why dost thou haunt me?" 



°— 'Cot^gk- 
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Then, from those cavemoua eyes 
Fale flashes seemed to tiae, 
As when the Northern skies 

Gleam in December; 
And, like lie water's flow 
Under Deoemher's snow, 
Game a dull voice of woe 

EVom the heart's chamber. 



"I was a Viking oldl 
My deeds, thongh manifold. 
No Skald in song has told, 

No Saga taught thee I 
Take heed, that in thy verse 
Thon doat the tale rehearse, 
' Else dread a dead man^s curse ; 
For this I sought thee. 



"Far in the Northern land. 
By the wild Baltic's strand, 
I, with my childish hand, 

Tamed the ger-felcon; ■ 
And, with my skates fest-bound. 
Skimmed the half-frozen Sound, 
That the poor whimpering hound 

Trembled to walk on. 
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"Oft to his frozen lair 
Tracked I the grizzly bear, 
While from my path the hare 

Fled like a shadow; 
Oft through the forest dark 
Followed the were-wolTs bar^ 
Until the soariag lark 
Song from the meadow. 



"But when I older grew, 
Joining a corsair's crew, 
O'er the dark aea I flew 

With the maranders. 
Wild was the life we led; 
Many the souls that ^>ed, 
Many the. hearts that bled, 

By our stem orders. 

"Many a wassail-bont 
Wore the long winter out; 
Often onr midnight shout 

Set the cocks crowing, 
Ab we the Berserk's tote 
Measured in cups of ale, 
Draining the oaken pail. 

Filled to o'erflowing. 
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"Once as I told in glee 
Tales of the stormy set^ 
Soft ejea did gaze on me, 

Burning yet tender; 
And as the white stars shine 
On the dark Norway pine, 
On that dark heart of mine 

Fell their soft splendoor. 



"I wooed the blae-eyed maid, 
Yielding, yet half afraid. 
And in the forest's shade 

Oar TOWS were plighted. 
Under its loosened vest 
Flattered her little breast, 
Like birds within their nest 

By the hawk frighted. 

"Bright in her &ther'8 haU 
Shields gleamed apon the wall* 
Loud sang the minstrels all, 

Ohannting his glory; 
Wlien of old Hildebrand 
I asked his daughter's hand, 
Mute did the minstrels stand 

To hear my story. 



°— 'Cot^gk- 
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"WMIe the brown ale he qua&d, 
Loud then tbs champion laogbed, 
And as the wiDd-gusts waft 

The sea-foam brightly, 
So the loud laugh of scorn, 
Out of those lip3 unshorn, 
From the deep drinking-horn 

Blew the foam lightly. 



"She was a Prince's child, 
I but a Viking wild, 
And though she blushed and smiled, 

I was discarded! 
Should not the dove so white 
Follow the sea-mew's flight, 
Why did they leave that night 
Her nest uj^aarded? 



"Scarce had I put to sea. 
Bearing the maid with me, — 
Fairest of all was she 

Among the Norsemen! — 
When on ths white aet-stntnd. 
Waving his armed hand. 
Saw we old Hildebrand, 

With twenty hoisemen. 
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"inien launclied they to the blasts 
Bent like a reed each mast, 
Yet we were gaining fast, 

When the wind failed us; 
And with a sudden flaw 
Game round the gusty Skaw, 
So that our foe we saw 

Laugh as he hailed us. 



"And as to catch the gale 
Bound veered the Happing sail, 
Death I' waa the helmsman's hail 

'Death without quarter 1' 

Mid-ships, with iron keel, 

Struck we her ribs of steel ; 

Down her black hull did reel 

Through the black water 1 

"As with his wit^ aslanl^ 
Sails the fierce cormorant . 
Seeking some rocky haunts 

"With his prey laden. 
So toward the open main, 
Beating to sea again, 
Through ihe wild hurricane^ 

Bore I the maiden. 
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"Three weeks we westward bore, 
And when tKe storm was o'er. 
Cloud-like we saw the shore 

Stretching to lee- ward; 
There for my lady's bower 
Built I the lofty tower, 
"Which, to this very hour, 

Stands looking se»-ward. 



"There lived we many years; 
Time dried the maiden's tears; 
She had ibrgot her fears, 

She was a mother; 
Death closed her mild blue aye^ 
Under that tower she lies; 
Ne'er shall the sun arise 

On such another] 



' Still grew my bosom then, 
Still as a stagnant fen I 
Hateful to me were men, 
" The sun-light hatefull 
In the vast forest here. 
Clad in my warlike gear, ■ 
Fell I upon my spear, 
O, death was grateful I 
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"Tlius^ seamed with many scars, 
Borstiiig' these prison \tars, 
Up to ita native stars 

My soul ascended I 
There from the flowing bowl 
Deep drinks the warrior's soul, 
Skoal! to the Northlandl skoall"* 

— ^Thua the tale ended. 



DON QUIXOTE. 



fN youth we revel in the mirth of this story; we 
laugh at the exploits of the knight ; we laugh 
at the misfortunes of the squire ; we have no reverence 
for'the chivalrous hut hareboned imitation of Beltene- 
bros; the famous recoverer of Mambrino'a helmet; 
we extend no pity to the corpulent imbodiment of 
proverbs that rises beside him ; we enjoy with all our 
hearts the capers which the merry lodgers of the inn 
, compel him to perform in the air without aid of tight 
rope or slack rope ; his flounderings are to us most 

* In Scandin&Tia this is the cnBtomarj aalutstjon -wben drink- 
ing a health. I bare slightl; chuiged the orthograjJij of tho 
wont, in order to preserre the oorreot proouaeiaUoD. 
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exhilarating fan; and, Id imagination, we oxtrselTes 
take hold upon the blanket. But, Then time has 
taught 113 more sober lessons, — when we leam that 
vx too have dreamed, that we too have had onr buffet- 
ings and blanketings, — we think differently. When 
we learn that we likewise have often put the shapings 
of fancy for the substance of truth, the coinage of the 
brain for the creation of reality, the vision in the wish 
for the fulfilment in the fact, laughter is changed into 
reflection, and musing takes the place of gaiety. 
There is hidden meaning in these wondrous imagin- 
ings of Cervantes ; and experience, after many days, 
does not fail to show it. We have gleanings from 
them of life's purpose. We are here to do, and not 
to dream ; we are here to endure as mu^h as to enjoy,; 
and, through doing and endurance, to grow — to 
grow in all that elevates the soul, in all that crowns it 
with genuine dignity, in all that clothes it at the same 
time with honour and humility, in all that renders it 
more gentle as it becomes more commanding. In the 
same manner we have gleamings of life's nature. 
Life is not all meditation ; it is not all business ; it is 
not all in the ideal; it is not all in the actual; and 
that life is best in which these several elements are 
best united. The ideal separate from the actual be- 
comes mysticism or extravagance ; the actual separate 
from the ideal degenerates into the sensual or into the 
sordid. It is in the proportioned combination of the 
ideal with the actual tliat life is highest ; it is in this 

D,g,r,z»-i b, Google 



OOOIVA. SIT 

proportioned oomliisation that life presents tba finest 
union of enthosiaatn and reflection, the finest harmony 
of beauty and of power. 



BT LBIOH HDICT. 

^f HIS is the lady who, under the title of Clountess 
'S) of Coventry, used to make auch a figure in our 
childhood upon eome old pocket-piecea of that city. 
We hope ehe is in rcqne^ there still; otherwise the 
inhabitants deserve to be sent from Coventry. That 
tnty was fuuouii in saintly legends for the visit of the 
eleven thousand virgins — an "incredible nomber," 
quoth Selden. Bnt the eleven thousand virgins Imre 
vanished with their inedibility, and a noble-hearted 
woman of flesh and blood is Coventiy's true immor- 
tality. 

The story of Oodira is not a fietum, as many sup- 
pose it At least it is to be found in Matthew of 
Westminster,* and is not of a nature to have been a 

* Flom HMoriunm. A iMmlatieB of tiiii wol% wu pnV 
liahed b^Bolm, in 2 T0I&, London, 1853, entitledi "TlMVloveta 
of History, MpeoioUf meh at r^te to tbe aSblra of Britaia. 
Prom the begumiog of the world to Uw jmx 1307. CoUoeted 
by Mattbev of WestmiDsta. Tiaulat«d frou tlii ori^Md, bjr 
0. D. Tongo, B. A." 
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mere invention. Her name, and that of her hushand, 
Leofric, are mentioned in an old chapter recorded by 
another early historian. That the story is omitted by 
Hume and others, argues little against it; for the 
latter are accustomed to confound the most interesting 
anecdotes of times and manners with something below 
the dignity of history (a very absurd mistake) ; and 
Hume, of whose philosophy better things might have 
been expected, is notoriously less philosophical in his 
history than io any other of hia works. A certain 
coldness of temperament, not unmixed with ariato- 
era^cal pride, or at least with a great aversion from 
everything like vulgar credulity, rendered bis scepti- 
cism 30 extreme that it became a sort of superstition 
in turn, and blinded him to the claims of every species 
of enthusiasm, civil as well as religious. Milton, with 
his poetical eyesight, saw better, when he meditated 
the history of hia native country. We do not remem- 
ber whether he relates the present story, but we re- 
member well, that at the beginning of his fragment 
on that subject^ he says he shall relate doubtful stories 
as well as authentic ones, for the benefit of those, if 
no others, who will know how to make use of them, 
namely, the poets * We have faith, however, in the 

'When Dr.JoImson, among hia other impatient accuBatioDS 
of our jp^at republican, charged him with telling anwarrantable 
BtorieB )& bia bistoiy, he must hare oretlooked tbie annouDce- 
ment ; aad jet, if we remllect, it ia but in the second page of 
the fragmenL So haBty, and blind, and liable to be put to 
ehame, is pr^ndice. 
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story ouradves. It has innate evidence enough for 
us, to give fiill weight to that of the old annalist. 
Imagination can invent a good deal ; affection more ; 
bat affection can sometimes do things, such aa the 
tenderest imagination is not in the habit of inventing ; 
and this piece of noble-heartedness we believe to have 
been one of them. 

Leofric, Earl of Leicester, was the lord of a large 
feudal territory in the middle of England, of which 
Coventry formed a part. He lived in the time of 
Edward the Confessor; and was so eminently a feudal 
lord, that the hereditary greatness of his dominion 
appears to have been singular, even at that time, and 
to have lasted with an nninterrupted succeBBion from 
Ethelbald to the Conquest — a period of more than 
three hundred years. He was a great and useful op- 
ponent of the famous Earl Godwin. 

Whether it was owing to Leofrio or not, does not 
'appear, but Coventry was subject to a very oppressive 
tollage, by which it would seem that the feudal despot 
enjoyed the gi^ter part of the profit of all market- 
able commodities. The progress of knowledge has 
shown us how abominable, and even how unhappy for 
all parties, is an injustice of this description ; yet it 
gives one an extraordinary idea of the mind in those 
times, to see it capable of piercing through the clouds 
of custom, of ignorance, and even of self-interest, and 
petitioning the petty tyrant to forego such a privilege. 
This mind was Gxjdiva's. The other sex, always more 



fdow to admit reason through the medium of feeling 
irere then occopied to the fall in their warlike habits. 
It was reserred for a woman to anticipate ages of ■ 
]ibeial opinion, and to surpass them in the daring 
virtne of setting a principle above a eostom. 

Qodiva entreated her lord to give up his fancied 
right; but in vain. At last, wishing to put an end to 
her importunities, he told her, either in a spirit of 
bitter jesting, or with a plajfiil raillery that could not 
be bitter with so sweet an earnestness, that he would 
give up his tax, provided she rode through the city 
of Covent:r7, naked. She took him at his word. One 
may imagine the astonishm^it of a fierce, unlettered 
chieftain, not nntinged with chivalry, at hearing a 
woman, and that too of the greatest delicacy and ranl^ 
maintaining lerionsly her intention of acting in a 
manner contrary to all that was supposed fitting for 
her sex, and at the same time forcing upon him a 
aenw of the very beauty of her conduct by its prin- 
cipled excess. It is probably that as he could not 
prevail upon her to give up her design, he had sworn 
some religions oath when he made bis promise; but, 
be this as it may, he took every possible precaution to 
secure her modesty firom hurt. The people of Coven- 
try were ordered to keep within doors, to close up all 
thoir windows and outlets, and not to give a glance 
into the streets upon pain of death. The day came; 
and Coventry, it may be imagined, was silent as death. 
The lady went out at the palace door, was set on horse- 
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l)ack, and at the same time divested of her wrapping 
garment, as if she had been going into a bath ; then 
taking the fillet from her head, she let down her long 
and lovely tresses, which poured around her body like 
a veil; and so, took her gentle way through th@ 
streets,* 

What scene can be more touching to the imagi- 
nation! beauty, modesty, feminine softness, a daring 
sympathy ; an extravagance, producing by the noble- 
ness of its object, and the strange gentleness of its 
means, the grave and profound effect of the most 
reverend custom. We may suppose the scene taking 
place in the warm noon ; the doors all shut, the win- 
dows closed; the Earl and his court serious and 
wondering; the other inhabitants, many of them 
gushing with grateful tears, and all reverently listen- 
ing to hear the footsteps of the horse ; and lastly, the 
lady herself, with a downcast, but not a shamefaced 
eye, looking towards the earth through her flowing 
locks, and riding through the dumb and deserted 
streets, like an angelic spirit. 

It was an honourable superstition in that part of the 
country, that a man who ventured to look at the fair 

* " Nada," MjB Matthew of WestminBt^t, " eqamn ascendens, 
crines capitia el trioas diBBoWeos, corpus aaum totum, pneter 
orara condidiaaima, inde velavit." See Seidell's Notes to the 
PoljolbioD of DraytoD : Song 13. It is Selden from whom wa 
learn, that Leofrio was Earl of Leicester, and the other particn- 
lars of him meDtioned abore. llie Earl was buried at Coveatr^ ; 
bis Countess moat piobablj in the same tooibf 
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aavioar erf hifl native town, was said to have been 
Btruck blind. Bat the use to which this sTiperstition 
has been turned by some writers of late times, is net 
so honourable. The whole story is as sweetly serious 
aa can he conoeived. 

Drayton has not made so much of this subject as 
might have been expected ; yet what he says is said 
well and earnestly : 



- CoTeotry at length 



From her smaU mnu r^^rd, rocorered Bt«te and etrengtti ; 
By Leofria her lord, yet in baM bondage held, 
The people from hw marts by toUage wbto expelled ; 
Whose duoheM which desired thie tribate to releABe, 
Their freedom often begged. The dnbe, to make her cease. 
Told her, that if aba would bis low so far enforce, 
His irill was, she shoold ride starl; naked npon a horse 
B; delight tfatongh tiie street : which certtunl; he thought 
In her heroic breast »o deeply would haTo wnught, 
That in her former sait she would have left to dealt 
Bat that most princely dame, as one devoured with zeal. 
Went on, and by that mean the city dearly freed. 
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■ BT ALFEED TEKNT80N. 

f WAITED for the train at Covmtry ; 
Zhung with grooms and porters on the bridge, 
To waich the three tallspires; and tltere I aliaped 
The city's anciefnt legend into this: — 

Not only we, the latest seed of Time, 
New men, that in the flying of a wheel 
Cry dowa the past, not only we, that prate 
Of rights an4 wrongs, have loved the people, well. 
And loathed to Bee them overtax'd; but. she 
Did more, and underwent, and overcame, 
The woman of a thousand summers back, 
Godiva, wife to that grim Karl, who ruled 
In Coventry: for when he laid a tax 
Upon his town, and all the mothers brought 
Their children, olamouring, "If we pay, we etarrel" 
She sought her lord, and found him, where he strode 
About the hall, among hia dogs, alone, 
His beard a foot before him, and his hair 
A yard behind. She told him of their tears, 
And pray'd him, "If they pay this tax, they Btarve." 
Whereat he stared, replying, half-amazed, 
"You would not let your little finger aohe 
For such as (Awf — ^"But I would diVswdahe. 
i,.n .11 Gooi^lc 
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He laugh 'd, and swore by Peter and by Paul: 
Then fillip'd at the diamond in her ear; 
" 0, ay, ay, ay, you talk 1" — " Alas 1" she said, 
"But prove me what it is I would not do." 
'And from a heart as rough as Esau's hand, 
He answer'd, "Eide you naked thro' the town, 
And I repeal it;" and nodding, as in scorn. 
He parted, with great strides among his dogs. 

So left alone, the passions of her mind, 
Aa winds from all the compass shiil and blow. 
Made war upon each other for an hour. 
Till pity won. She sent a herald forth. 
And bade him cry, with sound of trumpet, all 
The hard condition; but that she would loose 
The people: therefore, as they loved her well, 
From then till noon no foot should pace the street, 
No eye look down, she passing ; but that all 
Should keep within, door shut, and window barr'd. 

Then fled she to her inmost bower, and there 
Unclasped the wedded eagles of her belt, 
The grim Earl's gift ; but ever at a breath 
She linger'd, looking like a summer moon 
Half-dipt in cloud : anon she shook her head. 
And shower'd the rippled ringlets to her knee; 
Unclad herself in haste ; adown the stair 
Stole on ; and, like a creeping sunbeam, slid 
From pillar unto pillar, until she reach'd 
The gateway ; there she found her palfrey trapt 
In purple blazon'd with annorial gold. 
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Then she rode forth, clothed on with chastity : 
The deep air listen'd round her as she rode, 
And all the low wind hardly breathed for fear. 
The little wide-month'd heads upon the spout 
Had cunning eyes to see : the barking cur 
Made her cheek flame : her palfrey's footfall shot 
Light horrors thro' her pulses : the blind walls 
"Were full of chinks and holes ; and overhead 
Fantastic gables, crowding, stared ; but she 
Not less thro' aU bore up, till, last, she saw 
The white-flower'd elder-thicket from the field 
Gleam through the Gothic archways in the wall. 

Then she rode back, clothed on with chastity; 
And one low churl, compact of thankless earth, 
The fatal byword of all years to come, 
Boring a little augur-hole in fear, 
Peep'd — but his eyes, before they had their will, 
"Were shrivell'd into darkness in his head, 
And dropt before him. So the Powers, who wait 
On noble deeds, cancelled a sense misused ; 
And she, that knew not, pass'd : and all at onc^ 
With twelve great shocka of sound, the shameleas 

noon 
Was clash'd and hammer'd from a hundred towers, 
One after one : but even then she gain'd 
Her bower ; whence reissuing, robed and crown'd, 
To meet her lord, she took the tax away, 
And buUt herself an everlasting name. 
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TOUTS AND AOE. 
BY SAMUEL TAYLOB COLBBIDGB. 

f^nj^SBSE, a breeze mid blossoms straying 
1 T 1 Where Hope clung feeding, like a bee — 
Both were mine ! Life went a maying 

"With Nature Hope, and Poeay, 

' Wheii I was yoongt 
When I was young ? — Ah, woful when ! 
Ah 1 for the change 'twixt Now and Then I 
This breathing house not built with hande^ 

This body that does me grievous wrong, 
O'er aery cliffe and glittering sands, 

How lightly then it flashed along! 
Like those trim skiffe, unknown of yore. 

On winding lakes and rivers wide, 
That ask no aid of sail or oar, 

That fear no spite of wind or tide 1 
Naught cared this body for wind or weather 
When Youth and I lived in't together. 

Flowers are lovely; Love is flower-like; 

Friendship is a sheltering tree; 
! the joya, that came down shower- likci 

Of Friendship, Love, and liberty. 

Ere I was oldl 
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Ere I was old? — Ah, woM Ere, 
"WTiich tells me, Youth's no longer here I 

Youth 1 for years so many and sweet, 
'Tifl known, that thou and I were one; 

m think it but a fond conceit — 
It cannot be that thou art gonel 
Thy vesper-bell hath not yet toU'd, 
And thou wert aye a masker bold I 
What strange disguise hast now put on, ' 
To make believe that thou art gone? 

1 see these locks in silvery slips, 
This drooping gait^ this altered size: 

Bat springtide blossoms -on thy lips, 

And tears take sunshine from thine eyesl 
Life is but thought: so think I will 
That Youth and I are house-mates still. 

Dew-drops are the gems of morning, 

Bat the tears of mournful eve I 
Where no hope i^ life's a warning 

That only serves to make us grieve 

When we are old: 
That only serves to make us grieve 
With ofl and tedious taking-leave; 
Like some poor nigh-related guest, 
That may not rudely be dismist; 
Yet hath outstayed hia welcome whil^ 
And tells ihe jest without the smile. 



LOVE; OB GESSVIEVE. 



LOVE; OB. GENEVIEVE. 

BT SAMUEL TATLOH COLBRIDGK. 

^'^LL thoaglite, all passions, all delights, 
^3pC Whatever stirs this mortal £rama 
AH are but ministers of Love, 
And feed his sacred flame. 

Oft in my waking dreams do I 
Live o'er again that huppy hour, 

When midway on the mount I lay, 
Beside the ruiu'd tover. 

The moonlight stealing o'er the soeoe, 
Had blended with the lights of eve ; 

And she waa there, my hop^ my joy, 
My own dear Genevieve I 

She lean'd gainst the armed man, 

The fltatae of the armed knight ; 
She stood and listen'd to my lay, 

Amid the lingering light. 

Pew sorrows hath she of her own, 
My hope I my joy I my Genevievel 

She loves m© best, whene'er I ain^ 
The songs that make her grieve. 
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I play'd a soft and doleful air, 
I sang an old and moving storj— 

An old rude song, that stated well 
That ruia wild and Loary. 

She listen'd with a flitting blush, 
j With downcast eyes and modest grace ^ 

For well she knew, I could not choose 
But gaze upon her face. 

I told her of the knight that wore 
Upon his shield a burning brand; 

And that for ten long years he woo'd 
The Lady of the Land. 

T told her how he pin'd ; and ah I 

The deep, the low, the pleading tone ' 

With which I sang another's love, 
Interpreted my own. 

She listen'd with a flitting blush. 
With downcast eyes and modest grace; 

And she forgave me, that I gazed 
Too fondly on her facet 

But when I told the cruel scorn 
That crazed that bold and lovely knight, 

And that he cross'd the mountain- woods, 
Nor rested day nor night: 
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That sometimes frOm the saVage deo, 
And sometimes from tbe dm-kaome sliade, 

And sometimes starting up at once 
In green and sunny glad^ 

There came and look'd him in the &be 

An (mgel, beautiful and bright; 
And that be knew it waa a Fiend, O' 

This miserable knigbtl 

And that, unknowing wbat he did. 
He leap'd amid a murderous band. 

And sav'd fi(«n outrage worse than death 
The Lady of the Land I 

And how she wept and claspt his knees; 

And how she tended him in vain — 
And ever strove to expiate 

The scorn that crazed hia brain; 

And that she nurs'd him in a cave; 

And how his madness went away, 
When on the yellow forest-leaves 

A djdng man he lay. 

Hia dying words — but when I reach'd 
That tenderest strain of all the ditty. 

My faltering voice and pausing harp 
Disturb'd her soul tvith pity 
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All impolies of bouI and sonae 

Had thrill'd my guileless Oeoevieve; 

The muBio and the doleful tale, 
The rich and b&Lmy eve; 

And hopeR, and fears that kindle hope, 

An nndistinguishable throng, 
And gentle wishes long subdued, 

Subdued and cherished long. 

She wept with pity and delight. 

She bluah'd with love and virgin-shame ; 

And like the murmur of a dream, 
I heard her breathe my name. 

Her bosom heav'd — she slept aside, 
As conscious of my look she stept,— ^ 

Then suddenly, with timorous eye, 
She fled to me and wept. 

She half enclos'd me in her arms, 
She preas'd me with a meek embrace; 

And bending back her head, look'd up, 
And gazed upon my fiice. 

'Twas partly love, and partly fear, 

And partly 'twas a bashful art, 
That I might rather feel, than see, 

The swelling of her heart. 
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I calm'd Iier fears, and she was calm, 
And told her love with virgin-pride. 

And 80 I won my Genevieve^ 
My own, my beauteoos bride. 



THE PALIMPSEST. 
BT THOMAS DB QUIKOBT. 

fOU know perhaps, masculine rea^eiv better than 
I can tell yon, what is a Palimpseat. Possibly, 
you have one in your own library, pnt yet, for tjie 
sake of others who may tkK know, or may have. for- 
gotten, suffer me to explain it here, lest any female 
reader, who honours these papers with her notice, 
should tax me with explaining it once too seldom ; 
which would be worse to bear than a eimultaneoos 
complaint from twelve proud men, that I had explained 
it three times too often. You therefore, fair reader, 
understand, that for your accommodation exclusively, 
I explain the meaning of this word. It is Greek ; and 
our sex eiyoys the office and privilege of standing 
connsel to yours, in all questions of Greek. We are, 
under fevor, perpetual and hereditary dragomans to 
you. So that if, by accident, you know the meaning 
of a Greek word, yet by courtesy to us, your counsel 
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learned in that matter, you will always seem not to 
know it. 

A palimpsest, then, ia a membrane or roll cleansed 
of itB manuscript by reiterated auccesaiona. 

What was the reason that the Greeks and the Ro- 
mans had not the advantage of .printed books? The 
answer will be from ninety-uiue persons in a hundred^ . 
■ — Because the mystery of printing waa not then dis- 
covered. But this is altogether a mistake. The secret 
of printing must have been discovered many thousands 
of times before it was used, or could be used. The 
inventive powers of man are divine ; and also his 
stupidity is divine, as Cowper ho playfully illustrates 
in the slow development of the ao/a through succes- 
sive generations of immortal dulness. It took centu- 
ries of blockheads to raise a joint-stool into a chair; 
and it required something like a miracle of genius^ in 
the estimate of elder generations, to reveal the possi- 
bility of lengthening a chair into a chaise-hngue, or a 
sofa. Ye^ these were inventions that cost mighty 
throes of intellectual power. But still, as respects 
printing, and admirable as is the stupidity of man, it 
was really not (^uite equal to the taak of evading an 
object which stared him in the face with so broad a 
gaze. It did not require an Athenian intellect to read 
the main secret of printing in many scores of processes 
which the ordinary uses of life were daily repeating. 
To say nothing of analogous artifices amongst various 
mechanic artisans, all that is essential in printing- 
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must haye been known to every n&tion that struck 
coins and medals. Not, therefore, any want of a print- 
ing art, — that is, of an art for multiplying impres- 
sions, — but the want of a cheap material for receiving 
such impressions, was the obstacle to an introduction 
of printed books, even as early as Fisistratus. The 
ancients did apply printing to records of silver and 
gold; to marble, and many other substances cheaper 
than gold and silver, they did TU}t, since each monu- 
ment required a separate effort of inscription. Simply 
this defect it was of a cheap material for receiving 
impressions, which froze in its very fountains the 
early resources of printing. 

Some twenty years ago, this view of the case was 
luminously expounded by Dr. Whately, the present 
Archbishop of Dublin, and with the merit, I believe, 
of having first suggested it. Since then, this theory 
has received indirect confirmation. Now, out of that 
original scarcity affecting all materials proper for 
durable books, which contlnaed up to times compara- 
tively modem, grew the opening for palimpsests. 
Naturally, when once a roll of parchment or of vellum 
had done its office by propagating through a series 
of generations what once had possessed an interest for 
&em,, but which, under changes of opinion or of taste, 
had &ded to their feelings or had become obsolete for 
their undertakings, the whole me^i^ana or veUum 
Bkin, the two-fold product of human skill, costly ma- 
terial, sdA costly freight of thought, which it carried, 
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drooped in valiie coDcarTently — sapposing that each 
were inalienably associated to the other. Once it had 
heen the impress of a human mind which stamped its 
value npon the vellum; the vellum, though costly, 
had contributed but a secondary element of value to 
the total result. At length, however, this relation 
between the vehicle and its freight has gradually been 
undermined. The vellum, from having been the set- 
ing of the jewel, has risen at length to be the jewel 
itself; and the burden of thought, from having given 
the chief value to the vellum, has now become the 
chief obstacle to its value; nay, has totally extin- 
guished its value, unless it can be diss^x^iated from 
the connection. Yet, if this unlinking can be effected, 
then, fast as the inscription upon the membrane is 
sinking into rubbish, the membrane itself is reviving 
in its separate importance ; and, from bearing a minis- 
terial value, the vellum has come at last io absorb the 
whole value. 

Hence the importance for our ancestors that the 
separation should be effected. Hence it arose in the 
middle ages, as a considerable object for chemistry, to 
discharge the writing from the roll, and thus to make 
it available for a new succession of thoughts. The 
soil, if cleansed from what had once been hot-house 
plants, but now were held to be weeds, would be ready 
to receive a fresh and more appropriate crop. In that 
object the monkish chemist succeeded; hut after a 
&8hion which seems almo^ incsro^ble, — iRcredibla 
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not as regards the extent of their siicceas, but as re- 
gards the delicacy of restraints under which it moved, 
— 80 equally adjusted was their success to the imme- 
diate interests of that period, and to the reversionary 
objects of our owu. They did the thing; but not so 
radically as to prevent us, their posterity, from undoing 
it. They expelled the writing sufficiently to leave a 
field for the new manuscript, and yet not suf&ciently to 
make the traces of the elder manuscript irrecoverable 

for us Had they been better chemists, 

had MM been worse, the mixed result, namely, that 
dying for them, the flower should revive for us, could 
not have been effected. They did the thing proposed 
to them ; they did it effectually, for they founded upon 
it all that was wanted : and yet ineffectually, since we 
unravelled their work ; effacing all above which they 
h^ superscribed ; restoring all below which they had 



Her^ for instance, is a parchment which contained 
some Grecian tragedy, the Agamemnon of jEschylus, 
or the FhcenisstB of Euripides. This had possessed a 
value almost inappreciable in the eyes of accomplished 
scholars, continually growing rarer through genera- 
tions. But four centuries are gone by since the des- 
truction of the Western Empire. Christianity, with 
towering grandeurs of another class, has founded a 
different empire; and some bigoted, yet perhaps holy 
monk, has washed away (as he persuades himself) the 
b^lbeo's tragedy, replacing it with a oionaatic l^;end; 
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wluch legend ia disfigured with fables id its incident^ 
and yet in a higher sense is true, because interwoven 
with Christian morals, and with the sublimest of 
Christian revelations. Three, four, five centuriea 
more, find man still devout as ever ; but the language 
has become obsolete, and even for Christian deTotioa 
a new era has arisen, throwing it into the channel of 
csrusading zeal or of chivalrous enthusiasm. The 
membrana is wanted now for a knightly romance^ 
for " my Gid," or Cceur de Lion ; for Sir Tristrem, or 
Lybfflus Disconus. In this way, by means of the im- 
perfect chemistry known to the mediaval period, the 
same roll has served as a conservatory for three sepa- 
rate generations of flowers and fruits, all perfectly dif- 
ferent, and' yet all specially adapted to the wants of 
the successive possessors. The Greek tragedy, the 
monkish legend, the knightly romance, each has ruled 
its own period. One harvest after another has been 
gathered into the gamers of man through ages &r 
apart. And the same hydraulic machinery has dis- 
tributed, through the same marble fountains, water, 
milk, or wine, according to the habits and training of 
the generations that came to quench their thirst. 

Such were the achievements of rude monastic chem- 
istry. But the more elaborate chemistry of our own 
days has reversed all these motions of our simple an- 
cestors, which results in every stage that to Mem 
would have realized the most fantastic amongst the 
promises of thaumaturgy. Insolent vaunt of Para- 
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oelsus, that he would restore the original rose or violet 
out of the ashes settling from its combustioQ — ihal ia 
now rivalled in this modern achievement. Even the 
iable of tlie Phcenix, that secular bird, who propagated 
Ilia solitary existence, and his solitary births, along 
the line of centuries, through eternal relays of funeral 
mists, is but a type of what we have done with Palimp- 
a^te. We have backed upon each phcenix in the 
long regressus, and forced him to expose his ancestral 
phcenix, sleeping in the ashes below his own ashes. 
What else than a natural and mighty palimpsest is 
the human brain? Such a palimpsest is my brain; 
such a palimpsest, oh reader 1 is yours. Everlasting 
layers of ideas, images, feelings, have fallen upon your 
brain softly as light. Each succession has seemed to 
bury all that went before. And yet, in reality, not 
one has been extinguished. And if, in the vellum 



archives or libraries, there is anything fantastic or 
which moves to laughter, as oftentimes there is ia the 
grotesque collisions of those successive themes, having 
no natural connection, which by pure accident have 
consecutively occupied the roll, yet, in our own heaven- 
created palimpsest, the deep memorial palimpsest of the 
brain, there are not and cannot be such incoherencies. 
The fleeting accidents of a man's life, and its external 
allows, may indeed be irrelate and incongruous ; but 
the organizing principles which fuse into harmony, 
and gather about fixed predetermined centres, what* 
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ever lieteTogeneoiis elements life may have accmnu- 
lated &om without, will not pennit the grandeur of 
human unity greatly to be -violated, or its ultimate 
repose to be troubled, in the retrospect flrom dying 
moments, or from other great convulsions. 

Yes, reader, countless are the mysterious hand- 
writings of grief or joy which have inscribed them- 
selves successively upon tlie palimpsest of your brain ; 
and, like the annual leaves of aboriginal forests, or 
the undissolving snows on the Himalaya, or light fall- 
ing upon light, the endless strata have covered up each 
other in forgetfulness. But by the hour of death, but 
by feveri but by the searchings of opium, all these can 
revive in strength. They are not dead, but sleeping. 
In the iUustration imagined by myself, fix)m the case 
of some individual palimpsest, the Grecian tragedy 
had seemed to be displaced, but was not displaced, by 
the monloBh legend; and the monkish legend had 
seemed to be displaced, but was not displaced by the 
knightly romance. In some potent convulsion of the 
system, all wheels back into its earliest elementary 
stage. The bewildering romance, light tarnished with 
darkness, the semi-fabulous legend, truth celestial 
mixed with human falsehoods, these fade even of 
themselves, as life advances. The romance has per- 
ished that the young man adored ; the legend has 
gone that deluded the boy ; but the deep, deep trage- 
dies of infancy, as when the child's bands were un- 
linked forever from his mother's neck, or his lip6 for- 
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ever from his sister's kisses, these remaiD larking be- 
low all, and these lurk to the last. Alchemy there is 
□one of passion or disease that can scorch away these 
immortal impresses. 



ODE TO A NIOHTINOALE. 

BY JOHN KBATS. 

This poem was written in a houM at tfae foot of Higfagate Hill, 
on the border of the fields lookiog towards Hampstead. The 
poet had then his mortal illness upon him, and knew iL Kever 
was the Toiee of death sweeter. — Leigh Sunt. 

{Plj^Y heart aches, and a drowsy namhness pains 
w9^\i My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk, 
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains 

One minute past, and Lethe- ward had sunk. 
T is not through envy of thy happy lot, 
But heing too happy in thy happiness, 

That thou, light-winged Dryad of the treef^ 
In some melodious plot 
Of beechen green, and shadows niunberless, 
Singest of summer in full-throated ease. 

O for a draught of vintage, that hath been 
Cool'd a long age in the deep-delved earth, 

Tasting of Flora and the country-green. 
Dance, and ProTen^al song, and aim-bnmt mirth t 
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O for a be^er ftill of the warm Soath, 
Fall of the trac^ the blushful Hippocren^ 
With beaded bubbles winking at the brim, 
And purple-stainM mouth; 
That I might drink, and leave the world unseen. 
And with thee &de away into the forest dim : 

Fade Sax away, dissolve, and quite forget 

What thou among the leayes hast never known, 
The weariness ^e fever, and the fret 

Here, where men ait, and hear each other groan ; 
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last grey hairs, 
Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies ; 
Where but to think is to he faH of sorrow 
And leaden-eyed deE^ra; 
Where besnt^ cannot keep her lustrous eyes, 
Or new love pine at them beyond to-morrow. 

Awayl awayl for I will fly to the^ 

Not charioted by Bacohus and his pards. 
But on the viewless wings of Poesy, 

Though the dull brain perplexes and retards ; 
Already with thee I tender is the night, 
And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 
Cluster'd around by all her starry Fays ; 
But here there is no light, 
Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown 
Throngh verdurous glooms and winding mossy 
ways. 
21 
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I cannot see What flowers tire &t siy ivAi, 

Not what soft intMQBe baoga Upon tbe bdngh^ 
But, ia etabalmM datkneast guess each ffvre«t 

Wherewith the seasoiilible month endows 
The gre«v the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild; 
White hawthorn, &ad the paatonil eglantim; 
Fast-fading yiolets, oover'd up in leaves; 
Attd mid-i&k^'s ^d«t ehild. 
The oomiiig muak-rosa, foil (^ dewj wioe^ 

The mnrmaroua haUnt of flits otii summw eroii 

Darkling* I listen; and, for manj a ihmb, 

I hate be«l half in lore with etveM ]I>eath» 
Call'd bin aoft lUuAei^ ia manj a nused rhyu«, 

To take into the air mj qt^ breath f 

Now mwra Aan «Ter seema it Htdi to di^ 

To oetM upon tiie midnight with no ptdi^ 

While thou art pouring forth thj soul abroad 
In such an vcetacyl 
Still wouldrt thou ^ng, and I bare ears b Taut—^ 
To th; high tequiem beoome a aod. 

Thou wast not bom i&r death, bniat«tal birdl 
No hungry giM»e»tioM tread thee down; 

* Darkling, in tii« dark. This ia a purely poetJool word. A 
beautiful illDBtration of its nse occurs in the Paradise Loit, 

* ■ "Ab the wakefal t»rd 
Bitigs darkling, aafk in shadiest eoTett bid, 
TuQM her nootamal note." 
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The voice X boar tbia paniog mght was heaid 

Id ancient dayg \s^ emp«ror and clown ; 
Perhapa the self-same tODg tlwt found a path 
Throagh ih« fad hoart of Butb, vbes, uok for hom^ 
She stood ia teara amid the alisa earn; 
The aame that ofUim^s hath 
Charm'd mAgia caseiaeut*^ opQoiiig QD the foam 
Of perilou was, in &ery land^ forlom. 

Forlorn 1 the very word ia like a bell 

To toll me back from thee to my boIq self I 
Adieal the fancy cannot cheat so well 

As she is fem'd to do, deceiving elf. 
Adien I adieu I thy plaintive anthem fades 

Fast the near meadows, over the still stream. 
Up the hiU side ; and now 'tis buried deep 
In the next valley-glades ; 
"Was it a vision, or a waking dreanj? 

Fled is that music : — do I wake or sleep ? 



TO A LAt>r WJTS 4 QUITAH 
BT FEBCT BTISBl RHBLLBT. 

g^ETEL to Miranda ;— Take 
^jX' This stave of miuio, for the Mk9 
Of him who is the fdavs of the«; 
And tctteh it all (he harmony 
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In which thoQ canst, and onlj thon^ 
Make the delighted spirit glow, 
Till joj denies itself again, 
And, too intense, is turned to pain. 
For hj permission and oommand 
Of thine own Prince Ferdinand, 
Poor Ariel sends this silent token 
Of more than ever can he spoken: 
Yonr guardian spirit, Ariel, who 
From life to life must still pursue 
Your happiness, for thus alone 
Can Ariel ever find his own: 
From Froq>ero's enchanted cell. 
As the mighty verses tell, 
To the throne of Naples he 
Iiit you o'er the trackless sea, 
Flitting on, your prow before. 
Like a living meteor. 
When you die, the silent moon. 
In her interlnnar swoon. 
Is not sadder in her cell 
Than deserted Ariel: 
When you live again on earth. 
Like an unseen star of lurth, 
Ariel guides you o'er the sea 
Of life from your nativity. 
Many changes have heen ntn. 
Since Ferdinand and you begun 
Your course of love, and Ariel stJH 
, Has track'd yonr steps and serr'd yonr-irilL i , 
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Now in humbler, Iwppier lot, 
This ia all remembw'd notj 
And now, alul ihs poor sprite if 
Imprisoned for tome &ult of Ids 
In a body like a grsFff. 
S^om yon, be o»Jy dares to iattv% 
For hifl Beryiiw and bis wwow, 
A smile to^y— a BOng to-mWRW. 

Tbe artist who this idol wrprigb^ 
To ecbo all barmonlou? tbougbt. 
FeU'd a trs^ wbjle on tbfl Steep 
The woods were in tbeir wiater il«^ 
Bock'd in tbat repoM dlTioe 
On tbe win4'svept ApemuMt 
And dreaming, eome of antmnn pailk 
And some of spring approaobing £ut, 
And some of April bnda and fAuywan, 
And some of songs ia Jaly bowery 
And all of lovet asd M> (bii trae^ 
O tbat Buob our deatb may bel— 
Died in aleep/and felt no pain, 
To live in ha^iw fi>rm again: 
From wbich, beneatb Heaven's faJrest itav, 
Tbe artist wrougbt tbia lor'd Quitav, 
And taugbt it jn«dJy to reply 
To all wbo qvLeaaoa eldlftiUy, 
In language gantla as Hitna own] 
Whiqwring in enamour'd ton« 

81* r I 
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Sweet oracles of. woods and dells, 
And snminer winds in sylvan cells; 
For it had learnt all harmonies 
Of the plains and of the skies, 
Of the forests and the mountain^ 
And the many-Toiced fonntains; 
The clearest echoes of the hills. 
The s<^est notes of falling rills, 
The melodies of birds and hees, 
The murmuring of summer seas, 
And pattering rain, and hreathing dew. 
And airs of evening; and it knew 
That seldom-heard mysteriona sound, 
Which, driven on its diurnal round. 
As it floats through boundless day, 
Our world enkindles on its way :— 
All this it knows, but will not tell 
To those who cannot question well 
The spirit that inhabits it; 
It talks according to the wit 
Of its companions : and no more 
la heard than has been felt bef9rfl> 
By those who tempt it to betray 
These secrets of an elder day. 
Bat, sweetly as .its answers will 
Flatter hands of perfect skill. 
It keeps its highest, holiest t(HiQ 
For our beloTed friend alone. 
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"HE OJVETS BIS BELOVED SLEEP."* 

BY ELIZABETH BABBETT BBOWNIKa. 

^F all tha thoughts of God that are 
^1^ Borne inward anto souls a&r, 

Along the Psalmist's nmsic deep — 
Nov tell me if that any is, 
For giit or grace surpassing this, 

"He giveth HU heloved sleep." 

What would we give to our beloved? 
The hero's hearty to be unmoved — 

The poet's star-tnned harp, to sweep — 
The senate's shout to patriot vows — 
The monarch's crown to light the brows? — 

"He giveth His beloved sleep," 

What do we give to our beloved? 
A little faith, all undisproved 

* Ezoept the Lord bnild the bonse, thejr labour in nln that 
build it : except the Lord keep the oitj, the watohniui wakeih 
bat in Tun, 

It ie Toin for 70a to rise up early, to eit np late, to Mt the 
]atlA of Bonow : for BO &« giieth hit bdoved *lMp. 

PMOm oztU. 1, 8. 
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A little dust to overweep' — 
And bitter memories to make . 
The whole earth blasted for our sake! 

"He giveth His beloved eleep," 

"Sleep edit, beloved 1" we lometimes m^y, 
Bat have no tune to charm away 

Sad dreams that through (he eyelids avep 
But never doleful dream again 
Shall break the happy slumber, wbea 

"He giveth His beloved Bleep." 

O earth, so full of droary^noiseal 
O men, with wailing in your voices! 

O delved gold, the Trailers' heap I 
O strife, O onrae, that o'n it &UI 
God makes ft silence throng jan all, 

And "givetli His bdoved ileep." 

His dews drop mntefy on the MU; 
His cloud above it sailetb still. 

Though on its slope men toil tnd rasp; 
More softly than &e dew is shed. 
Or cloud is floated overhead, 

"He giveth His beloved sleep." 

"E^i men may wonder vUle they man 
A Uvuift flunking, feeling man, 
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In Bach a rest bis heart to keep; 
But angela say — and through the word 
I ween their blessed smile ia heard — 

"He giveth His beloved sleep I" 

For me, my heart, that erst did go. 
Most like a tired child at a show, 

That sees through tears the juggler's leap — 
Would now its wearied vision close. 
Would childlike on Mis love repose. 

Who "giveth His beloved sleep I" 

And' friends 1 — dear friends I — when it shall be 
That this low breath has gone from me^ 

And roand my bier ye come to weep — 
Let one, most loving of you all. 
Say, not a tear must o'er her fall— 

"He giveth His beloved sleep I" 



COWPER'8 OR AVE. 
BT ELIZABETH BABBETT BBOWNINO. 

fT is a place where poets crown'd 
May feel the heart's decaying — 
It is a place where happy saints 
May weep amid their praying — 
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Tet let th« grief and bmnblonoaih 

As low as sUeuoa Idngaish; 
Earth sorely now may giva Iwr oalia 

To whom eho gave her anguish. 

O poets 1 ftom a maniac's tongae 

Was pour'd the deathless singing t 
O Christians I at your cross of hope 

A hopeless hand was clinging I 
O men I this man in brotherhood, 

Your weary paths beguiling, 
Qroan'd inly while he taught you peao^ 

And died while ye were smiling. 

And now, what time ye all may raad 

Through dimming tears hia itory — 
How discord on the mosio fell. 

And darkness on the glory — 
And how, when, one by one, sweet sounds 

And wandering lights departed, 
He wore no less a loving face, 

Because bo broken-hearted. 

He shall be strong to sanctifir 

The poet's high vocation, 
And bow the meekest Christian down 

In meeker adoration; 
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Kcur erar ahaU he be in praise 
By wise or good forsaken; 

Named soM/ n> the housahold Dune 
Of one whom <jK)d httUi takeni 



With sadneBS ihat is calm, not gloom, . 

I learn to thinlc Upon him ; 
"With meekness that is grateMness, 

On God, vhose heaven hath won him. 
Who suffered once the madness-cloud 

Towards his lore to blind him; 
But gently led the blind along, 

Where breath and bird conW find Mm; 

And wrought within his shatter'd brain 

Such quick poetic senses, 
As hilla hare language for, and stars 

Harmoakitts iafluenoeil 
The pulse of dew upon the grass 

TTia own did calmly number; 
And rilent shadow fitan the trees 

£'«U o^r hiia like a slumber. 

The rery world, by Qod's constrain^ 
IVom &Isehood'a chill remoring, 

Its women and its men became 
Beiide him tru« and loriugl 
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And timid hares were drawn &om wooda 

To flhare his home-caresses^ 
Uplooking to his homan ejet^ 

With sylvan tendernesses. 

Bat while in darkness he remain'd. 

Unconscious of the gnidinj^ 
And things provided came without 

The sweet sense of providing, 
He testified this solemn troth, 

Though frenzy desolated — 
Kor man nor nature satisfy 

Whom only God created. 



BREAK, BREAK, BREAK. 

BY ALFHBD TKNNTSON. 

S|f|BEAK, hreak, break, 
J^l On thy cold gray stones, O Sea! 
And I would that my tongue could utter 
The thoughts that arise in me. 

well for the fisherman's boy. 
That he shoata with his sister at playl 

O well for the sailor lad, 
That he sings in his boat on the bay I 
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And the stately afaips go on 
To their haven onder the hill; 

Bat O foi the teach of a Taniah'd hand, 
And the sound of a Toioe that is still I 

Break, break, break. 

At the foot of thy crags, O Seal 
But the tender grace of a day that is dead 

Will never come back to me. 



THE DREAM OF EUQEKE ARAM, 

BY THOKAS HOOD. 

^^WAS in the prime of Bonimer tim^ 
^%) An evenii^ calm and cool, 
And foor-and-twenty happy boys 
Came boonding ont of school: 
There were some that ran and some that leapt, 
Like troatleta in a pool. 

Away they sped with gamesome mind^ 

And seals untoach'd by sin ; 
To a level mead they came, and there 

They drave the wickets in : 
Pleasantly shone the setting sun 

Over the town of Lynit 
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Like sportive deer tbey ootuaed iUx>ii^.. 

And shooted u tLs/nm,— 
Toniiii^ to mirtli all things of ev^ 

As tttilf boyhood oan ; 
Bat the UsW sat remote from all, 

A meknoholj man I 



His hst was oS, his vest apart, 
To catch heaven's blessed breeze ; 

For a burning thought was in his brow, 
And his bosom ill at ease : 

So he leaned his head on his hand% and read 
The book between bis knees I. 



Leaf after leaf he tamed it o'er. 

Nor ever glanced aside, 
For the peace of lus sonl be read that boolE 

In the golden eventide: 
Much study had made him v^y lean, _ 

And pale, and leaden-eyed. 



At last be shut the ponderous tom^ — 

With a fast and fervent grasp 
He strainsd the dusky covers doaa. 
And fixed the brazes hasp : 
"Oh €K>dl could I 80 dose my mind, 
And clasp it with a oLiBpl" 
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Then, leaping on his foot nprigH 
Some moody tarna he took, — 

Now up tlie mead, then down the uetvd. 
And past a sbadj nook, — 

And, lol he aava lUUe boy 
That pored upon ft bookl ^ 



"Uy geoUe lad, what is't yon load— 
Romance or &iry &ble ? 
Or is it aome historio page^ 

Of kings and crowns unstable?" 
The yonng boy gave an upward, glance^— 
"It is 'The Death ofAbell'" 



The TTflher took six hasty stride^ 
As smitwith sadden paio, — 

Six hasty strides beyond the pUoe^ 
Then slowly baok again; 

And down he sat beside the lad, 
And talked with him of Gain : 



And, long nncfl then, of bloody men, 
Whose deeds tradition saves; 

Of lonely folk cnt off unseen, 
And hid in sudden graves; 

Of horrid stabs, in groves forlorn, 
And murders done in oaves; 
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And how the sprites of injored men 
Shriek upward from the sod, — 

Ay, how the ^ostly haod will point 
To show the burial dad ; 

And unknown facts of guilty acts 
Are seen in dreams fircon CtodI 



He told how murderers walk the earth 
Beneath the curse of Cain, — 

With crimson clouds before their eyes^ 
And flames about their brain; 

For blood has left npon iheir souls 
Its everlasting stain I 

"And well," quoth he, " I know for tmth, 
Their pangs must be extreme — 

Woc^ woe, unutterable wo^ — 
Who q>ill life's sacred stream 1 

For why ? methought, last nigh^ I wrought 
A murder, in a dream I 



"One that had never done me wrong — 

A feeble man and old; 
I led him to a lonely field, — 

The moon shone clear and cold: 
Kow here, said I, this man shall di^ 
And I will have his gold I 
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"Two sudden blows with a ragged Btick, 
And one with a heavy stone, 

One, hurried gaah with a luaty knife,— 
And then the deed was done : 

There was nothing lying ai my fijot 
But lifeless flesh and bone I 



"Nothing but li&leeB flesh and bone^ 
That could not do me ill; 

And yet I fisared him all the mor^ 
For lying (here bo still: 

There was a tnanhood in his look, 
That murder could not kiUI 



"And, lot the universal %\t 

Seem'd lit with ghastly flame ; 

Ten thousand thousand dieadfol eyet 
Were looking down in blame: 

I took the dead man by hia han^ 
And called upon bis oamel 



"Oh, GodI it made me quake to aee 

Such sense within the slain I 
But when I touched the lifeless cby. 

The blood gush'd out amain 1 
For every olot, a burning spot 

Was scorching in my brainl 
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'ULy head was like an ardent coal, 

M7 heart as solid ice; 
My wretched, wretched soul, I knew, 

Was at the Devil's price: 
A dozen times I groaned; the dead 

Had never groaned but twice 1 



"And now, from forth the frowning sky, 

From the Heaven's topmost height 
I heard a Toice-^the awfnl voice 
Of the blood-avenging sprite : — 

'Thon guilty man I take up thy dead 
And hide it "from my sight I ' 



"I took the dreary body np, 
And cast it in a stream, — 

A sln^sh water, black as ink, 
The depth was so extreme: — 

My gentle boy, remember this 
la nothing but a dream 1 



"Down went the corse with a hollow plunge^ 

And vanish'd in the pool ; 
Anon I cleansed my bloody hands, 

And washed my forehead cool, 
And sat among the orchina young, 
That evening in the school, 
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"Ob, Heaven I to think of tEeir white soul^ 
And mine so black and grim I 
I oonld not share in childish prayer, 

Nor join in Evening Hymn: 
Ijke a Devil of the Fit I seemed, 
*Mid holy cherubim I 



"And peace went with them, one and &11, 
And each calm pillow spread ; 

But Gailt was my grim Chamberlain, 
And lighted me to bed; 

And drew my midnight cnrtaina round. 
With fingers bloody red I 



"All night I lay in agony, 

In anguish dark and deep, 
My fevered eyes I dared not close 

Bat stared aghast at Sleep; 
For Sin had render'd nnto her 

The keys of Hell to keep 

"AH nigM I lay in agony. 

From weary chime to chim^ 

With one besetting horrid hint, 

That racked me all the time; 

A mighty yearning like, the first 

Fierce impulse unto crime [ 
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"One stern t^Tftnnio thought, that nude 
All other thooghta its sLave; 

Stronger and stronger everj paloa 
Did that temptation crav^ — 

Still urging me to go and see 
The Dead Man in his gravBl 



"Heavily I rose np, aa aoon 

As light was in the sky, 
And sought the black accursed pool 

With a wild misgiving eye ; 
And I 9KW the Dead in the river bod. 

For the faithless stream was dryt 



"Merrily rose the lark, and shook 
The dew-drop fixjm its wing ; 

But I never marked its momii^ flighly 
I never heard it sing: 

For I was stooping once again 
Under the horrid thing. 



" With breathless speed, like a aool in lAtaat, 

I took him up and ran; — 
There was no time to dig a grave 

Before the day began ; 
In a lonesoms wood, with he^ of XeaTCB^ 
I hid th9 murder'd taaia\ 
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"And all that day I read in school, 
But my thought was other where ; 

As soon as the mid-day task was donc^ 
In secret I was there: 

And a mighty wind had swept the leaver 
And still the corse was barel 



" Then down I cast me on my face, 

And first began to weep. 
For I knew my secret then was one 

That earth refused to keep: 
Or land, or sea, though he should ha 

Ten thousand Mhoms deep. 



" So wills the fierce avenging Sprite, 
Till blood for blood atones I 

Ay, though he's buried in a cave^ 
And trodden down with stones 

And years have rotted off his flesh, - 
The world shall see his bones I 



"Oh, God I that horrid, horrid dream 

Besets me now awake I 
Again — again, with dizzy brain, 

The human life I take; 
And my red right hand grows raging hot^ 
Like Cranmer'a at the stake. 
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"And Btill no peace for the restless d&y, 

Will wave or mould allow ; 
The horrid thing pnrsnea my sool, ^— 

It stands before me now!" 
The fearftU Boy look'd np, and saw 

Huge drops upon his brow. 

That very night, while gentle sleep 

The urchin eyelids kissed, 
Two atem-&ced men set oat from Lynn, 

Through the cold and heavy mist ; 
And Eugene Aram walked between, 

With gyres upon his wrist. 



TSB PORTRAITS OF SSASSPEARJB AND 
' GOETHE. 

BY DAVID MAaSON,* 

fF there are any two portraits which we all expect 
to find hung up in the rooms of those whose 
tastes are regulated by the highest literary culture, 
they are the portraits of Shakspeare and CK>ethe. 
There are, indeed, many and various gods in onr mo- 
dem Pantheon of genius. It contains rough gods and 

* ProAnor of Eogliah Lltentnro in Univeraitj Oolkge, 
Lcmdoii. 
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onOQth goda, gods cf BTmmetiT' and gods of strength, 
gods great sod terrible, gods middling and ntq>eota'ble, 
and littid oopids and toy-gods. Out of this Tarietf, 
each master of a homehold will seleot his otd PenateEf, 
the appropriate goda of his own mantelpiece. The 
roughest will find some to worship them, and the 
smallest shall Dot want domestic adoration. Btit wb 
aoppose s dilettante of the first class ; one who, hesides 
excluding &om his rai^ of choice the deities of war, 
asd oold thoT^h^ and civic action, shall Anther ezclade 
{torn it all thoee even of the gods of modern literature 
vho^ whether by reaaon of their inferior rank, or by 
reaaoD of thmr peonlimr attributes, &il as models of 
unir^Tsal statelinen. What we shoold expeet to see 
oTvr the mantelpiece of snch a rigorous person, would 
be the images of the English Shakspeare and the Oer- 
man Goethe. On the one side, we will suppose, fixed 
with due eieganoe against the luxuriona crimson of 
the wall, would be a slab of black marble exhibiting 
in relief a white plaater-cast of the face of Shafcepeare 
as modelled from the Stratford bnat ; on the other, in 
a similar setting, wcrald be a copy, if possible, of the 
mask ct Goethe taken at Weimar s£ter the poet's 
deatJi. ThHWonId suffice; and the considerate be- 
holder ooold find no iault with such an anangemenl. 
It is true, reasons might be assigned why a third niEtak 
sho\dd have been added — that of the Italian Dante ; 
in which esse Daste and Goethe should have occupied 
the tUSta, and Sh^c^teare should hare lieen plaoed 
I n .11 Gooi^lc 
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higher op luetween. Bat the master of fiie liotise 
would point out how, in that case, a fine taste wonld 
have been pained by the inevitable sense of contrast 
between the genial mildness of the two Teutonic &ce3, 
and the severe and scornful melancholy of the poet 
of the Inferno. The fece of the Italian poet, as being 
80 different in kind, must either be reluctantly omitted, 
he would say, or transferred by itself to the other side 
of the room. ITnleaa, indeed, with a view to satisfy 
the claims both of degree and of kind, Shakspeare were 
to be placed alone over the mantel-piece, and Dante 
and Goethe in company on the opposite wall, where, 
there being but two, the contrast would be rather 
agreeable than otherwise 1 On the whole, however, 
and without prejudice to new arrangements in the 
course of future decorations, he is content that it 
should be as it is. 

And so, reader, for the present are we. Let as 
enter together, then, if it seems worth while, the room 
of this imaginary dilettante during his absence ; let us 
turn the key in the lock, so that he may not come in 
to interrupt us ; and let us look for a little time at the 
two masks he has provided for us over the mantel- 
piece, receiving such reflections as they may suggest. 
Doubtless we have often looked at the two masks be- 
fore ; but that matters little. ' 

As we gaze at the first of the two masks, what is it 
that we see? A face full in contour, of good oval 
shape, the individual features small in proportion to - 
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tlie Entire counteiuulce, the greater part <£ yrideh is 
made up of an ample and roanded forebead, and a 
Bom«wliat abundant mouth and chin. The general 
impresfiidn is that rather of rich, fine, and rery mobile 
tissue, than of large or decided bone. This, together 
with the length of the upper lip, and the absence of 
any set expression, imparts to the face an air of lax 
and luxurious calmness. It is clearly a passive face 
rather than an active face ; a face across which moods 
may pass and repass, rather than a face grooved and 
charactered into any one permanent show of relation 
towards the outer world. Placed beside the mask of 
Cromwell, it would fail to impress, not only as being 
leas maasive and energetic, but also as being in every 
way less marked and determinate. It is the face, we 
repeat, o£ a literary man ; one of those feces which 
depend for their power to impress less on the sculptor'* 
favourite circumstance of distinct osseous form, than 
on tiLe changing hue and aspect of the living flesh. 
And yet it is, even in form, quite a peculiar face. In- 
stead of being, as in the ordinary thousand and one 
portraits of Shakspeare, a mere general face which 
anybody or nobody might have had, the face in the 
mask (and the singular portrait in the first folio 
edition* of the poet's works corroborates it) is a&ce 

• Publiahed io 1623, BSven yeaw after the poet's denth. The 
«diton vrero John Haninge and Hern? Cond«ll, his fetlovr acton. 
The portrait is on the title-page, on a teotaosvlar grooid, mev 
3S 
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vhicli everj call-boy about tbe 01obe theatre must 
have earned about with him in his. imagination, with- 
out any trouble, as specifically Mr, Shakspeare's face. 
In complexioD, as we imagine it, it was rather fair 
than dark ; and yet not very fair either, if we are to 
believe Shakspeare himself, — 

" Bnt vhen mj glass shows me myself indeed, 
B«ated and chopped with tanned antiquitj." 

SonTiet 62. 
a passage, however, in which, from the nature of the 
mood in which it was written, we are to suppose 
exaggeration for the worse. In short, the face of 
Shakspeare, so far as we can infer what it was from 
the homely Stratford bust, was a genuine and even 
comely, but still unusual English face, distinguished 
by a kind of ripe intellectual fulness in the general 
outline, comparative smallness in the individual fea- 
ture^ and a look of gentle and humane repose. 

Qoethe's iace is different. The whole size of the 
head is perhaps less, but the proportion of the face to 

saring 7.5x6,3 inohee, and on the opposite page the following 
lines by Ben Jonaon appear: 

" This Figure, that thoa here seest pnt. 

It was for gentle Shakespeare ont ; 
Wherein the Orauer had a strife 

With Nature, to out^loo the life: 
0, oould he bnt haue drawne bis wit 

As well in brasse, as he hath hit 
His face ; the Print would then surpaese 

All, that WBB ener writ in brasse. 
Bat, einee he eannot, Reader, koke 

Hot on his Picture, but his Booke. — B. I." 
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the head is greater, and there is more of that determi- 
nate form which arises from prominence and strength 
in the bony Btructure, The features are individually 
larger, and present in their combination more of that 
deliberate beauty of outline -which can he conveyed 
wifli effect in sculpture. The expression, however, is 
also that of calm intellectual repose ; and in the ab- 
sence of harshness or undue concentration of the part^ 
one is at liberty to discovfcr the proof that this also 
was the face of a man whose life was spent rather in 
a career of thought and literary effort than in a career 
of active and laborious strife. Yet the face, with all 
its power of fine susceptibility, is not so passive as 
that of Shakspeare. Its passiveness is more the pas- 
siveness of self-control, and less that of natural consti- 
tution; the susceptibilities pass and repass over a 
firmer basis of permanent character; the tremors 
among the nervous tissues do not reach to sttch depths 
of sheer nervous dissolution, but sooner make impact 
against the solid bone. The calm in the one face is 
more that of habitual softuess and ease of humour ; 
the calm in the other, more that of dignified, though 
tolerant self-composure. It would have been more 
easy, we think, to have taken liberties with Shakspeare 
in his presence, than to have attempted a similar thing 
in the presence of Goethe. The one carried himself 
with the air of a man often diffident of himself and 
whom, therefore, a foolish or impudent stranger might 
very well mistake till he saw him roused; the other 
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vrote, with aU bis kindneu and blaDdneis, a fixed 
stateliness of mien and look that would hare checked 
UDdae &miliarity from the first. Add to all this that 
the face pf Goethe, at least in later life, was browner 
and more wriokled ; hia haSj more dark ; his eye alsoy 
as we think, nearer the black and luBtroiui in spe&iet^ 
if less mysterionsly vague and deep ; and his person 
perhaps the taller and more symmetrically made,* 



THE BUMBI^E-BEE. 

BT JtAIrPB WALDO BMBBSON. 

9|t|ITELT, dozing humble-bee, 
W& Wh^re thoa art is clime for me. 
Let them sail for Porto Rique, 
Far-oGT boats through seas to soek ; 
I will follow thee alon^ 
Thou animated torrid-zone! 
Zigzag eteerer, desert oheerer, 
Let me chase thy waving lines; 
Keep me nearer, me thy hearer, 
Ringing over ehrabg and Tiaee, 

* AceordiDg to Mr. Lewea, in hia " Life of Goethe," it u a 
mistake to faa^j that Goethe was tail. He Beemed taller than 
ho n^7 was. 
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Insect lover of the bod, 
Joy of thy dominion [ 
Sailor of the atmosphere ; 
Swipimer through the wares of ait; 
Voyager of light and noon; 
Epicarean of June ; 
"Wait, I prithee, till I come 
Within earshot of thy hum, — 
All without ia mar^rdom. 

When the south wind, in May day^ 
With a oet of shining haze 
Silvers the horizon wall. 
And, with softness touching all. 
Tints the human <M)untenance 
With a colour of romance. 
And, infusing sahtle heat^ 
Turns the sod to violets, 
Thou, in sunny solitudes, 
Eover of the underwoods, 
The green silence dost displace 
With thy mellow, breezy bass. 

Hot midsummer's petted crone, . 

Sweet to me thy drowsy tone 

Tells of countless sunny hour^ 

Long days, and solid banks of flowers ; 

Of gulfs of sweetness without bound 

In Indian wildernesses found; 
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Of Syrian peace, immortal leisure, 
Firmest cheer, «qA bird'like pWsare, 

Aught BnBftYOry or andean 
Hath my inaeot never seen; 
But violets and hilberrj bells, 
Maple-sap, and daffodels, 
Grass with green flag half-mast high, 
Saccory to match the sky, 
Coltunbine with horn of honey. 
Scented fern, and agrimony, 
Clover, catchdy, adder's-tongue. 
And hriet-roses, dwelt among; 
All hemde was unknown waste, 
All was picture as he passed. 

Wi^r far' than human seer, 
Tellow-breeched philosopher! 
Seeii^ only what is fair. 
Sipping only what is sweet, 
Thou dosk mook at fkte and care, 
Leave the ohaff, and take the wheat. 
When the fierce north-western blast 
Cools sea and land so far and fast. 
Thou already alumberest deep; 
Woe and want thou oanst outsleep; 
■W»ut »qd WQ6 which tortUTQ Hft 

Thy »l«ep t9Sklex& ridu^QQB, 
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TffE execution; 



BT THOMAS INGOLDSBT (nom de pluvte of 
B. EARBIS BABHAH). 

fllft-Y Lord Tomnoddy got up one day; 
oljl It was half after two. 

He had nothing to do, 
So his Lordship rang for his cabriolet. 

Tiger Tim 

Was clean of limb, 
His boots were polish'd, his jaoket was trim; 
With a very smart tie in his BRiart cravat, 
And a smart cockade on the top of hia hat; 
Tallest of boys, or shortest of men. 
He stood in hia stockings just fonr foot ten ; 
And he ask'd, as he held the door on the swing, 
"Pray, did yoiw Lordship pleaae to ring?" 

My Lord Tomnoddy he raised his head, 
And thus to Tiger Tim he said, 

"Malibran'e dead, 

Duvernay'a fled, 
??i^li<inl bfts not yet arrived in her stead; 
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ara the execution: 

Tiger Tim, come tell me true, 

What may a Nobleman find to do?" — 

Tim look'd ap, and Tim look'd down, 
^He paused, and lie put on a thouglitful frown, 
And be held up his hat, and he peep'd in the crown; 
He bit his lip, and he scratch'd his head. 
He let go the handle, and thus he said, 
As the door, released, behind him bang'd: 
"An't please you, my Iiord, there's a man to be hanged." 

My Lord Tomnoddy jump'd up at the new^ 

"Run to M'Fuze, 

And Lieutenant Tregooze, 
And run to Sir Oamaby Jenka, of the Blues. 

Eope-dancers a score 

I've seen before — 
Madame Sacchi, Antonio, and Master Black-more; 

But to see a man swing 

At the end of a string. 
With his neck in a noose, will be quite a new thing I" 

My Lord Tomnoddy stept into his cab — 
Dark rifle green, with a lining of drab ; 

Through street and through square, 

His high-trotting mare. 
Like one of Ducrow'a, goes pawing the air. 
Adown Piccadilly and Waterloo Place 
Went the high-trotting mare at a very qoiok paoa; 
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She produced some alarm, 

But did.Qo great liarm, 
Save frightening a narse with a child on her aim, 

Spattering with clay 

Two Tiruhina at play, 
Knocking down — very much to the sweeper's dismay— 
An old woman who wouldn't get out of the way, 

And upsetting a stall 

Near Exeter Hall, 
Which made all the pious Church-Mission folks eqnall. 

But eastward afar, 

Through Temple Bar, 
My Lord Tomnoddy directs his car; 

Never heeding their squalls, 

Or their calls, or their bawls. 
He passes by Waithmau's Emporium for ehawH 
Aud, merely just catching a glimpse of St. Paul'^ 

Turns down the Old Bailey, 

Where in front of the gaol, he 
Pulls up at the door of the gin-shop, and gaily 
Cries, " What must I fork out to-night^ my trump, 
For the whole first-floor of the Magpie and Stamp?" 
tt « « • 

The clock strikes Twelve — it is dark midnight — 
Yet the Magpie and Stump is one blaze of light. 

The parties are met; 

The tables are set ; 
There is "punch," "cold iWiAowi," "hot t«"iA," "heavy 

weti" 
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Ale-glasses and jugs, 

And rummers and mugs, 
And sand on the floor, without carpets or rugs. 

Cold fowl and cigars, 

Pickled onions in jars, 
Welsh rabbits and kidneys — ^rare work for the jaws ! — 
And very large lobsters, with very lai^ claws; 

And there is M'Fuze, 

And Lieutenant Tregooze, 
And there is Sir Camabj Jenks, of the Blues, 
All come to see a man " die in his shoes I" 

The clock strikes One I 

Supper is done, 
And Sir Camaby Jenks is fiiU of hia fun. 
Singing "Jolly companions every one I" 

My Lord Tomnoddy 

Is drinking gin-toddy. 
And laughing at every thing, and every body. 
The clock strikes Two I and the clock strikes Three I 
— "Who so merry, so merry as we?" 

Save Captain M'Fuze, 

Who is taking a snooze, 
While Sir Carnahy Jenks is busy at work. 
Blacking his nose with a piece of burnt cork. 

The clock strikes Four I — 
Bound the debtors' door 
Are gather'd a couple of thou^and or more ; 
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As nutny await 

At the preas-yard gate, 
TFill fllowly its foldiDg doors open, and straight 
The mob divi^s, and betweea their ranks 
A wagon comes loaded with posts and witb plauka. 

The clock strikes Five I 

The Sherifife arrive, 
And the crowd is so great that the street seems alire ; 

But Sir Camaby Jenks 

Blinks, and winks, 
A candle bums down in the socket, and sinks. 

Lieutenant Tregooze 

Is dreaming of Jews, 
And acceptances all the bill-brokers refuse; 

My Lord Tomnoddy 

Has drunk all his toddy, 
And just as the dawn is beginning to peep. 
The whole of the party are feat asleep. 

Sweetly, oh 1 sweetly, the morning breaks, 

With roseate streaks, 
Like the first faint blush on a maiden's cheeks ; 
Seem'd as that mild and clear blue sky 
Smiled upon all things far and nigh. 
On all — save the wretch condemn'd to die I 
Alack I that ever so fair a Sun 
As that which its course has now begun. 
Should rise on saoh a scene of misery I — 
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Sbonld gild with rays so light and free 
That dismal, dark-frowning Gallows-tree I 

And harkt — a sound comes, hig with &te; 

The dock &om St. Sepulchre's tower strikes — ^Eghtl 

List to that low funereal bell : 

It is tolling, alas ! & Uving man's kndl I — 

And see! — from forth that opening door 

Thej come — He steps that threshold o'er 

Who ne'er shall tread upon threshold moret 

— God I 'tis a fearsome thing to see 
That pal«wan man's mute agony, — 
The glare of that wild, despairing eye, 

Now bent on the crowd, now turned to the sky, 
As though 'twere soinniu^ in doubt and in fear, 
The path of the Spirit's unknown career ^ 
Those pinion'd arms, those hands that ne'er 
Shall be lifted again, — not even in prayer; 
That heaving chest I — Enough — 'tis done I 
The bolt has fallenl — the spirit ia gone — 
For weal or for woe is known but to One I 

— Oh I 'twas a fearsome sight 1 — Ah mel 
A deed to ahndder at, — not to see. 

Again that clock I 'tis time, 'tia time I 
The hour is past: with its earliest chime 
The cord is severed, the lifeless clay 
By "dungeon villaios" is borne away^ 
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Nine I — 'twas the last conclading stroke I 
And then — my Lord Tomnoddy awoke I 
And Tregooze and Sir Carnaby Jenks arose, 
And Captain -M'Fuze, with the black on hia nose : 
And they stared at each other, as much as to say 
"Hollo I Hollo! 

Here's a rum Gol 
Why, Captain! — my Lord! — Here's the devil to pay I 
The fellow's been cut down and taken away I 

What's to be done? 

We've miss'd all the fun I — 
Why, they'll laugh at and quiz us all over the town: 
We are all of us done so uncommonly brown I" 

What vma to be done? — 'twas perfectly plain 
That they could not well hang the man over again : 
What twM to be done? — The man was dead! 
Nought could be done I — nought could be said; 
So — my Lord Tomnoddy went home to bed! 



The following commuiiication will speak for itself: 
"On their own aationa modest men are dnmbl" 
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A BEAD BOSE.- 
BT ELIZiBBt'H BABBBTT BKOWNlN'tf; 

(j^ BOSS I who dares to name thee? 
Tir No longer roseate nov, nor soft, nor 8veeti<; 
But pale, and hard, and dry as atubble- wheat, -r 
Kept seven years in a - dxawer— thy titles shame 
thee. 

The breeze that used to blow thee 
Between the hedge-row thorns, and take away 
An odour np the lane, to last all day, — 

If breathing now — unsweeten'd would forego thee. 

The snn that used' to smite thee^ 
And mijE his glory in thy goigeoos nm. 
Till beam appear'd to bloom and flower to bum, — - 

If shining now — with not a hue would light thee. 

The dew that used to wet thee. 
And, white first, grew incarnadined, because 
It lay upon thee wh^re the crimson was,— ^ 

If dropping now — ^would darken where it met theew 

The fly that lit upon thee, 
To stretch the tendrils of its tiny feet 
Along thy leafs pure edges after heat, — 

If lighting now — would coldly overrun thee. 

oogic 



OARDSN FAirOIES. 879 

The bee that once did suck thee, 
Aud build thj perfiimed ambers up his hive, 
And swoon in thee for joy, till scarce alive, — 

K passing now — ^vould blindly overlook thee. 

The tieart doth reoogniee thee, 
Alone, alone ! The heart doth smell thee sveet, 
Doth view thee feir, doth judge thee moat complete, 

Though seeing now those changes that disguise thee. 

Yea, and the heait doth owe thee 
More lovfe, dead rose ! than to shch rosea bold ' 
As Julia wears at dances, smiling cold 1 — 

Lie still upon this heart, which breaks below thee t 



OABDEK FANCIES. 
BY EOBBBT- BBOWNING. 

ft^ EEE'S the garden she walked across, 

33 Arm in my arm, such a. short while since: 

Hark, now I push its wicket, .the moss 

Hinders the hinges apd makes, them wince I 
She must have reached this ghnib ere she turned. 

As back with that mimimr the wicket swung ; 
For she laid the poor snail, my chance foot spurned, 

To feed and forget it the leaves among. 
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Down this side of the gravel-walk 

She vent white her robe's edge brushed the box : 
And here she paused in her gracious talk, 

To point me a moth on the milk-white flex. 
Roses, ranged in valiant row, 

I will never think that she passed you hj I 
She loves you, noble roses, I know : 

Bnt yonder, see^ where the rock-plants lie I 



This flower she stopped at, finger on lip, 

Stooped over, in doubt, as settling its claim ; 
Till she gave me, with pride to make no slip. 

Its soft meandering Spanish name. 
What a name I was it love or praise? 

Speech half-asleep, or song half-awake? 
I most learn Spanish, one of these days, 

Only for that slow sweet name's sake. 



Soses, if I live and do well, 
I may bring her, one of these days, 

To fix you fast with as fine a spell, 
Kt you each with his Spimish phrase I 

But do not detain me now; for she lingers 
There, like sunshine over the ground. 

And ever I see her soft white fingers 
Searching after the bud she found. 
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Flower, you Spaniard, look that you grow n* ' 

Stay as you' ar^ and bfe loved for everl 
But, if I kiaa you, 'tis tbat yon blow not, 

Mind, the shut pink mouth opens never I 
For while thus it pouts, her fingers wreHtle, 

Twinkling the audacious leaves between, 
Till round they turn and down they nestle — 

Is not the dear mark still to be seen? 

Where I find her not, beauties vanish ; 

Whither I follow her, beauties flee ; 
Is there no method to tell her in Spanish, 

June's twice June since she breathed it with me 
Come, bad, show me the least of her traces, 

Treasure my lady's lightest foot-fall, 
Ah, you may flout and turn up your i 

Boses, you are not so fair after all I 



CHAUCER. 
BY HIEAM CORSOS. 

^f HE comparatively few obsolete words which are 
^t' sprinkled over the surface of Chaucer's pages. 
together with his antiquated orthography, have de- 
terred many from attaoking what appeared at first 
Bight to require ntore time and study to master than 
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tb^ vera able to bestow. The old poet bas accord ■ 
ingly been entirely neglected byjBome, while otbera 
bave taken up witb modernized veraions of bis works. 
But the true spirit of his poetry can be reached only 
through its original language, and not through mod- 
ernized versions, which convey, however well done, 
no adequate conception of its subtler elements. The 
life, the Bonl of all poetry, is inseparable from its 
form, and this is especially true of Chaucer's poetry. 
What is addressed'to the insulated understanding can 
be equally well expressed in any cultivated language ; 
but poetry, whose domain ia the sensibilities, owes its 
peculiar potency to the/orm in which it was originally 
conceived by the pjoet's; imagination. Divorced from 
this, its essence evf^rates, and but little more remains 
than the mere Qumghi which is secreted in it, and which 
by itself is not poetry at all. Another serious loss 
incurred by resorting to modernized versions, is the 
valuable knowledge to be derived from the original, 
of the roots and formation of our noble tongue, which 
"in force, in richness, in aptitude for all the highest 
purposes of the poet, the philosopher, and the orator, 
ia inferior to that of Greece alone." 

To possess an intimate acquaintance with the poetry 
of Geoffrey Chaucer, in its original form, is the duty, 
as it is one of the high privileges, of every cultivated 
Englishman and Anglo-American, who would know 
the elements, resources, and capabilities of his native 
language. Five hundred years and more have passed 
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Bince Chaucer commenced to write, and four hundred 
and sixty-three years, t^is October, since his death in 
the concluding year of the fourteenth century. During 
this period, English literature has been enriched by 
-immortal works of genius, that have eclipsed the 
masterpieces of all other literatures, both ancient and 
modern ; and yet, at this hour, Geoffrey Chaucer, who 
wrote with no native models before him, and who, out 
of a semi-barbarous medley of Saxon and Norman 
French, was obliged to mould his language and poetio 
forms, continues to rank with the greatest poets and 
literary princes of his country. He has lost nothing, 
but rather gained, by the increase of civilization and 
culture. He has more readers in the present genera- 
tion than in any previous one ; and his language and 
the secrets of his harmonies are now perhaps better 
understood and appreciated than they were even in 
the reign of Elizabeth, which was nearer by almost 
three centuries to his own times. 

It was long the fashion among Chaucer's critics to 
deny him any claims to being regarded as a melodions 
versifier, while fully admitting the superior quality of 
his matter — ^his robust understanding, his deep insight 
into human character, his wide knowledge of the 
world, and his profound sympathy with all the forms 
of nature and of human life. 

In the Prefiice to his Fables from Boccaccio and 
Chaucer, Dryden professes to hold the old bard in the 
wme degree of veneratiOB m the Crre^ift;)^ hel4 HQwer 
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and the Bomans Tirgil. But, after bestowing updn 
him the highest praise, in respect to his good Bens<^ 
his speaking properly on all subjects, knowing what 
to say and when to leave oflj following everywhere, 
without overstepping the modesty of, nature, he places 
above his numerous and subtle versification, the life- 
less, syllabical, see-saw uniformity of Waller and Den- 
ham I " Our numbers," he says, " were in their nonage 
till these - last appeared." Who, at this day, woald 
exchange in point of poetic form and musical expres- 
siveness, Chaucer's exquisite description of a May 
morning — short as it is — for all the negative harmony 
of a Waller? 

The accentuation of the English of the fourteenth 
century was far different from the accentuation of the 
English of the nineteenth, and even of the sixteenth, 
seveoteenth, and eighteenth centuries; and to the 
reader, who is ignorant of this iaxA, and who endea- 
vours to make Chaucer's verse conform to the accen- 
tuation of his own times, it wiU indeed appear hob- 
bling and unmnsical. 

Whoever makes the most cursory survey of English 
poetry will not fail to observe, if he observes anything, 
that the tendency of English accentuation has been to 
get as far back in words as it is possible for it to go. 
This tendency has continued quite active even since 
the days of Spenser,, and Shakspeare, and MUtoD. 
These great poets, by their transcendent works, con- 
tributed much towards fixing the acoentoation <:^ the 
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language; but the straggle betveen the Saxon and 
Norman element, which had been going on for three 
centuries, was not yet over when they wrote, and the 
introduction of certain words into passages of the 
most concentrated energy was not sufBcient to rescue 
them from the characteristic stamp of the more vigor- 
ous Saxon — their accentuation was afterwards thrown 
a syllable farther back, and rendered in consequence 
more percussive than it had been under Norman sway. 
It is very evident that in Chaucer's time the great 
m^ority of Norman words still retained their original 
accentuation, and continued to do so until their foreign 
origin ceased to be any longer recognized, when their 
naturalization was rendered complete by a shifting of 
the accent in accordance with the Saxon tendencies oS 
the language. So that wherever in Chaucer it is ne- 
cessary to accent a Norman word on the ultimate in 
order to preserve the iambic movement of his vers^ 
we may reasonably conclude, not that it was a poetic 
license with him, but that he followed the prevailing 
accentuation of his time, at any rate, the accentuation 
of the higher society in which he moved and for vhioh 
he wrote. 

The question that has been raised and discussed by 
several critics, as to whether Chaucer's versification 
was governed by syllabic laws, is one that is worthy 
of but little attention at the present day, when it ia 
more usual to read Chaucer than to talk about him. 
No one who reads Chancer needs to be told that regular 
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^llabication is the rule of hia verse. Sj a regular 
sylUbicatioii we would not be underatood to ntesji an 
vnvarying alternation of Ught and heavy syllables. 
Such lifeless formality does not meet the varyiog de- 
mands of genuine feeling, which exhibits itself, now 
iu loDg-drawn time and now in an accelerated move- 
ment; and i^ every variety of pause, emphasis, and 
cadence. 

Accordingly, we find in the highest fonoa of Eng* 
lish heroie verse, Milton's for example, and Tennyson's, 
that while the poet preserves the regular number of 
heavy or accented syllables, namely, five, there will 
frequently be a hurrying and crowding of light or 
unaccented ones, resulting in trooheef^ dactyl^ and 
anapsests, instead of the regular iambus. But such 
variety, to be a beauty and a merit, must be organic, 
and not mechanical ; it must be expressive o^ and in< 
spired by, ever-varying emotion, otherwise, an unin- 
terrupted iambic movement is preferable. It would 
be claiming too much, perhaps, for Chaucer's verse, 
to attribute an easthetical and musical motive^ even 
generally, to hia departures from the fundamental 
foot; but his poetry exhibits numerous such depar- 
tures that the appreciative reader must at once recog- 
nize as having been dictated by the poet's inspiration 
and feeling. 

The first thing to which the attention of a reader is 
likely to be called who takes up Chaucer for the first 
tim^ and without any knowledge of the syllabication 
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of his lo^^uftge, is the apparent defitaency of bia verses. 
Many will appear to him, to nae Dryden's expression, 
" lame for want of half a foot, and sometimes a whole 
one" Bat it will rarely happen that a verse will ap- 
pear redondant. This fact alone shonld hsTe awakened 
suspicion in Dr. Nott* and hia followers; as to the 
soundness of his theory that the principle of Chancer's 
verse is rhythmical and not metrical. For if not met- 
rical, why should it not as frequently exhibit excess 
as deficiency ? We wonld, in fact, in such case, expect 
the rednndant verses to predominate. But, with such 
verses, the inexperienced reader is seldom troubled. 
His difficulty consists in filling out the measure — a 
difficulty arising almost wholly from the fiwt that 
many terminations, now mute, regularly constituted a 
light syllable in Chaucer's time. 

Furthermore, in Chaucer's day, language was not so 
entirely divorced from music as it now is. Poetry 
continued to be recited by minstrels, with a musical 
accompaniment, and they, no doubt, gave the character 
to the general enunciation of metrical compositions. 
It must have approximated a chant, which developed 
all the vocali^ of the verses, and rendered metrically 

* The salject of Chanoer's verse is treated at oonsidemble 
length by Dr. Nott, in his Dissertation on the state of English 
Poetry before the fifteenth century, profiled to his edition of the 
Workflof the Earl of SnTrey, (London, 1B15,) whom he regards, 
very absurdly, as the uitruducer of the heroic verse int^i English 
poetey. 
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complete what, ia onr Biiappisli or barking mode of 
speech, appeara defective. 

That Chaucer possessed a most keen and delioate 
metrical sensibilitj, the habitual and appreciafiTe 
reader of his poetry cannot long fell to discover. No 
English poet has exhibited a nicer feeling of the sug- 
geativeness of words, or understood better the secrets 
of melodj as depending upon the snccession of vowel 
sound. Thousands are the verses in his poetry whose 
mysterious beauty, in this respect, causes, the reader 
to linger upon them with a secret and undefinable 
pleasure. 

Warton, in his History of English Poetry, pro- 
nounces Bryden's version of Chaucer's Knight's Tale 
of Falamon and Arcite, to be "the most animated and 
harmonious piece of versification in the English lan- 
guage." But the reader who will take the pains to 
make a careful comparison of the version with the 
original, will not be long in deciding in favour of the 
latter in respect te a^l the subtler elements of poetic 
form. 

There is scarcely a passage in the whole poem within 
the compass of ten verses that Dryden has not emas- 
culated and vulgarized. Pope, in his versions, falls 
still further below his original. He gives us even less 
of Chaucer's spirit than, in his translation of the Iliad 
and Odyssey, he does of Homer's. It is not to these 
"mechanically perfect" versifiers that we must go for 
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pure draughts of the fountain-head of English poetty; 
Neither was close enongh to the heart of nature, of 
iree enongh from the artiilcial and the conventional,: 
to respond to, and reproduce, what had had its genesis 
in a aoul of such exquisite sensibility and simplicity 
as was Chaucer's. 

* » « * * * ■ m 

. The noble stream of English poetry rejoices in a 
most copious fountain-head. At its source we find 
"the golden gorge of dragons spouting forth a flood 
of fountain foam." Then, as if denying its sweet 
waters to unworthy generations, it flows under ground, 
but reappears, with increased force, to sparkle beneath, 
the smiles of a virgin queen. Since then, its waters, 
have continued to flow uninterruptedly onward, gain- 
ing in volume, in purity, and in health-giving power,; 
and now bear upon their broad expanse, "argosies of, 
magic sails." 



"TRIBULATION"— TSE ETYMOLOGY OF. 
THE WORD. . 

BY RIGHABP CHEKETIX TBENCH. 

JX) LTADS without an Homer, some one has called, 
J^ with a little exaggeration, the beautiful but- 
anonymous ballad poetry of Spain. One may be 
permitted, perhaps, to push the exaggeration a littlej 
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forther in tlto samd direction, and to apply the same 
hngaage not merely to a ballad but to a word. Let 
me illustrate my meaning somenrliat more at length 
by tte word " tribulation." "We all know in a general 
way tliat this word, which occurs not seldom in Scrip- 
ture and in the Liturgy, meana affliction, sorrow, 
anguish ; but it is quite wonh our while to know how 
it means thia, and to question the word a little closer. 
It is derived from the Latin " tribulum," which was 
the threshing instrument, or roller, whereby the Bo- 
man husbandman separated the com from the hneks ; 
and " tribulatio" in its primary ei^ificanoe was the act 
of this separation. But some Latin writer of the Chris- 
tian church appropriated the word and image for the 
setting forth of an higher truth ; and sorrow, distress, 
and adversity being the appcdnted means for the sepa- 
rating in men of whatevw in them was light, trivial, 
and poor, from the solid and the true, their chaff from 
their wheat, therefore he called these sorrows and 
trials "tribulations," threshings, that ia, of the inner 
spiritual man, without which there could be no fitting 
him foT the heavenly garner. Now in proof of my 
assertion that a single word is often a concentrated 
poem, a little grain of gold capable of being beaten 
out into a broad extent of gold-leaf, I will quote, in 
reference to this very word "tribulation," a graoeful 
oompoution by George Wither, an early English poet, 
whi(^ you will at onoe perceive is all wrapped up in 
liiis word, being from first to last only the expanding 
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of the imagQ iind tbonght which this weird has im- 
plioitly giren ; these are his lines : 

" Till from the straw, the flail, the com doth beat, 
Until the chaff be porged from the wheat, 
Yea, till the mill the grains in piecea tear, 
The richness of the flour will scarce appear. 
So, till men's persons great afBictions touch. 
If worth be found, their worth is not ao much, 
Because, like wheat in straw, they have not yet 
That value which in threshing they may get. 
For till the bruising flails of God's corrections 
Have threshM out of us our vain afiections ; 
Till those corruptions which do misbecome us 
Are by thy sacred spirit winnowed from ua ; 
TTntil from us the straw of wordly treasures, 
Till all the dusty chaff of empty pleasures. 
Yea, till His flail upon us He doth lay, 
To. thresh the husk of this our fiesh away; 
And leave the soul uncovered ; nay, yet more, 
Till God shall make our very spirit poor. 
We shall not up to highest wealth aspire; 
But then we shall ; and that is my desire." 

This deeper religious use of the word "tribulation" 
was unknown to classical, that is to heathen, antiquity, 
and belongs exclusively to the Christian writers ; and 
the fact that the same deepening and elevating of the 
use of words recurs in a multitude of other, and mftiiy 
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of thraa fiir more strikiiig, ingtanoes, is one well de- 
serving to be followed up. Nothing, I am persnadod, 
would more strongly bring before us what a new power 
Cliristianitj was in the world than to compare the 
meaning whioh so many words possessed before its 
rise, and the deeper meaning whioh they obtained, bo 
soon as they were assumed by it as the Tehicles of its 
life, the new thought and feeling enlarging, purifying, 
and ennobling the very words whioh they employed. 
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BT JAHB3 BUSSELL LOWELL. 

J^OT only around bur infancy 

itV Doth heaven with all its splendours lie;* 

Daily, with souls that cringe aiid plot. 

We Sinais climb and know it not; 
Oyer our manhood bend the skies; 

Against our fallen and traitor lives 
The great winds utter prophecies ; 

With our faint hearts the mountain strives; 

• " Heaven lies about us iii our infancy."— Wokdswosth. ' 
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Its arms outstretched, tlie druid wood 

Waits with it3 benedicite; 
And to our age's drowsy blood 

Still ahoats the inspiring sea. 

Earth gets Its price for what Earth gives us ; 

The beggar is taxed for a corner to die in, 
The priest hath his fee who comes and shrires us, 

We bargain for the graves we lie in; 
At the Devil's booth are all things sold, 
Each ounce of dross costs its ounce of gold ; 

For a cap and bells our lives we pay, 
Bubbles we earn with a whole soul's tasking: 

'Tis heaven alone that is given away, 
'Tia only God may be had for the asking; 
There ia no prioe set on the lavish summer, 
And June may be had by the poorest comer. 

And what is so rare as a day in Jane? 

Then, if ever, come perfect days; 
Then Heaven tries the earth if it be in tune. 

And over it softly her warm ear lays : 
Whether we look, or whether we listen. 
We hear life murmur, or see it glisten ; 
Every clod feels a stir of might. 

An instinct within it that reaches and towers, 
And, grasping blindly above it for light, 

Climbs to a soul in grass and flowers; 
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The flush of life may well be seen 

Thrilling "back over hills and valleys ; 
The cowslip startles in meadows green, 

The battercnp catches the sun in its chalic^ 
And there's neyer a leaf or a blade too mean 

To be some happy creature's palace ; 
The little bird sits at his door ia the sun, 

Atilt like a blossom among the leaves, 
And lets his illuming being o'errun 

"With the deluge of summer it receives ; 
His mate feels the eggs beneath her wings, 
And the heart in her damb breast flutters and singa; 
He sings to the wide world, and she to her nest, — 
In the nice ear of Nature which song is the best ? 

Kow is the high-tide of the year. 

And whatever of life hath ebbed away 
Cornea flooding back, with a ripply cheer, 

Into every bare inlet and creek and bay ; 
Now the heart is so full that a drop overfills it) 
We are happy now because God so wills it ; 
No matter how barren the past may have been, 
'Tifl enough for us now that the leaves are green ; 
We sit in the warm shade and feel right well 
How the sap creeps up and the blossoms swell ; 
We may shut our eyes, but we cannot help knowing 
That skies are clear, and grass is growing ; 
The breeze comes whispering in our ear, 
That danddions are blossoming near. 
That maize has sprouted, that streams are flowii^ 



That the river is bloer tlian the aky. 
That the robin is plastering his house hard by ; 
And if the breeze kept the good news-back, 
For other cottriers we ehould not lack ; 

We could guess it all by yon heifer's lowing,— 
And hark! how clear bold chanticleer, 
Warmed with the new wine of the year, 

Telia all in hia lusty crowing I 

Joy comes, grief goes, we know not how; 
Eyerything is happy now. 

Everything is upward striving; 
'Tis as easy now for the heart to be true. 
As for grass to be green, or skies to be bine, — 

'Tia the natural way of living : 
Who knows whither the clouds have fled ? 

In the unscarred heaven they leave no wake ; 
And the eyes forget the tears they have shed. 

The heart forgets its sorrow and ache ; 
The aoul partakes the aeaaon's youth. 

And the sulphurous rifts of passion and woe 
Lie deep 'ueath a silence pure and smooth. 

Like bumt-out craters healed with snow. 
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TSE VOICELESS. 
BT OLITEB WENDELL BOI.VES. 

flT^E count the broken lyres that rest 

Tay Where the sweet wailing singers alumber,- 

But o'er their silent sister's breast 

The wild flowers who will stoop to nnmber? 
A few can touch the magic string, 

And noisy Fame is proud to win them ; — ■ 
Alas for those that never sing. 

But die with all their musio in them 1 

Nay, grieve not for the dead alone 

Whose song has told their hearts' sad story, — 
Weep for the voiceless, who have known 

The cross without the crown of glory 1 
Not where Leacadi&n breezes sweep 

O'er Sappho's memory-haunted billow, 
But where the glistening night-dews weep 

On nameless sorrow's churchyard pillow. 

hearts that break and give no sign 
Save whitening lip and fading tresse^ 

Till Death pours out his cordial wine 

Slow-dropped from Misery's crushing presse^-^ 



D,g,r,z»-i h, Google 



tffs dBAMSSBEH trAurrz-Ps. 

If singing breath or echoing chord 
To every hidden pang were given, 

What endless melodies were poured, 
As sad as oarth, as sweet as heaven I 



THE CBAXBERED NAUTILUS. 

BY OLITEB WENDELL HOLMES. 

^tf HIS ifi the ship of pearl, which, poets feign, 
'S) Sails the unshadowed main, — 
The ventaroua bark that flings 
On the sweet summer wind its purpled wings 
In gal& enchanted, where the siren sings, 

And coral reefs lie bare. 
Where the cold sea-maids rise to sun their streaming 
hair. 

Its webs of living gauze no more unfbrl ; 

Wrecked ia the ship of pearl 1 

And every chambered cell. 
Where its dim dreaming life was wont to dwell, ' 
As the frail tenant shaped his growing shell, 

Before thee lies revealed, — 
Its irised ceiling rent^ its sunless crypt unsealed I 

Year after year beheld the silent toil 
That spread his lustrous coil; 
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SUU, as tbe spiral grew, 
He left the past year's dwelling for the new, 
Stole with soft step its shining archway throagh, 

Built up its idle door. 
Stretched in his last-found home, and knew the old i 



Thanks for the heavenly message brought by thee^ 

Child of the wandering sea, 

Cast from her lap forlorn! 
From thy dead lips a clearer note is bom 
Than ever Triton blew from wreathfed horn I 

While on mine ear it rings, 
Throagh the deep caves of thought I hear a voice that 



Bnild thee more stately mansion^ my sool, 

As the swift seasons rolll 

Leave thy low- vaulted past I 
Let each new temple, nobler than the last. 
Shut thee from heaven with a dome more vasty 

Till thou at length art free, 
Leaving thine outgrown shell by life's unresting 9 
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THE PA NTSER. 
BY LEIQH HUNT. 



[Tats poem is bsssd ap6n k passage in tlie Life of Apolloniaa 
of Tjana, vhere it is said thai tlie paotliera, delighdni; in odounii 
which they acent at a ^eat disbmce, qait AnneniB, and ctosi 
the monntuDi in search of the t^ars of the etorax, at the time 
when the wind blows from tiiat qaarter, and the treee distil their 
gums. It is Bald tiiat a paather was once tkkea in Pamphjlia, 
with a gold chun aboat hiB neck, on which was inscribed, in 
Armenian letters, " Aiisioia toe Kino to thi Ntsian Ood." 
ArsBces was then King of Armenia, who is supposed to hsve 
^ven him hia liberty on account of his magnitude, and in honour 
of Bacchus, who, amongst the Indians, is called Njsiua, from 
Nyaa, one of their towns (this, however, is an appeltaticm which 
he bears among all the oriental nations) : this panther bocaine 
snbjectto roan, and grew so tame, thathe was petted and caressed 
hj every one. Bnt on tlie approach of Spring, he felt the gene. 
ral passion, and rushed with fury into the mountains in qnest 
of a mate, with the gold chain about his neck.] 

^^HE Panther leap'd to the front of hia lair, 
^^ And stood mth a foot np, and snuffd the air ; 
He quiver'd his tongae from his panting mouth, 
And look'd with a yearning towards the South ; 

For he scented afer in the coming breeze [ 

News of the gums and their blossoming trees ; ' 

And out of Armenia that same day 
He and his race came bounding away, 
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Over the mountains and down the plains 
Like Bacchas's panthers with wine in their reins, 
They came where the woods wept odorons rains ; 
And there, with a quivering, every beast 
Fell to his old Famphylian feast. 

The people who lived not fer away. 

Heard the roariag on that same day; 

And they said, as they lay in their carpeted rooms, 

" The panthers are come and are drinking the gums I" 

And some of them going with swords and spears 

To gather their share of the rich round tears. 

The panther I spoke of followed them back. 

And dumbly they let him tread close in the tracl^ 

And lured him after them into the town, 

And then they let the portcullis down 

And took the panther, which happened to be 

The largest was seen in all Pamphily. 

By every one there was the panther admired, 
So fine was his shape, and so sleekly attired. 
And such an air, both princely and swift. 
He had, when giving a sudden lift 
To his mighty paw, lie'd turn at a sound. 
And so stand panting and looking around, 
As if he attended a monarch crowned. 
And truly, they wondered the more to behold 
About his neck a collar of gold, 
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On which was written, in characters hroad, 
"Arsacks the King to the Ntsian god." 
So they tied to the collar a golden chain, 
"Which made the panther a captive again ; 
And by degrees he grew fearful and still, 
As though he had lost his lordly wilL 

But now came the Spring, when free-born Love 

Calls up nature in foreet and grove, 

And makes each thing leap forth, and be 

Loving, and lovely, and blithe as he. 

The Panther he felt the thrill of the air. 

And he gave a leap up, like that at his lair ; 

He felt the sharp sweetness more strengthen his veina 

Tea tirne^ than ever the spicy rain^ 

And ere they're aware, he has burst his chains: 

He has burst his chains, and ah, ha 1 he is gone, 

And the links and the gazers are left alone. 

And off to the mountains the panther's flovn. 

Kow what made the panther a prisoner be ? 

Lol 'twas the spices and luxury. 

And what eat that lordly panthw free? 

'TwM Love 1 — 'twas Love 1 — 'twas no one bat lie. 
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DESCRIPTION OF A SPANISH BULL- 
FIGHT. 

BT LOBD BYRON. 

^^f HE lists are oped, the spacious area clear'd, 

'S) Thousands on thousands piled are seated round; 

Long ere the first loud trumpet's note is heard. 
No vacant space for lated wight is found: 
Here dona, grandees, but chiefly dames ahound, 

Skill'd in the ogle of a roguish eye. 

Yet ever well inclined to heal the wound ; 

None through their cold disdain are doom'd to die, 
Aa moon-struck bards complain, by Love's sad archery. 



Hosh'd is the din of tongues — on gallant steeds 

With milk-white crest, gold spur, and light- poised 
lance, 
Four cavaliers prepare for venturous deed% 

And, lowly bending, to the lists advance ; 

Bich are their scarfs, their chargers featly prance : 
If in the dangerous game they shine to-day. 

The crowd's loud shout and ladies' lovely glance. 
Best prize of better acts, they bear away, 
And all that kings or chiefs e'er gain their toils repay. 
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In costly Bheen and gandj doak anay'd. 
Bat all afoot, the light-limb'd Matadore 

Stands in the centre, eager to invade 
The lord of lowing herds; but not before 
The ground, with cautious tread, is travera'd o'er, 

Lest aught unseen should lurk to thwart his speed : 
His arms a dart, he fights aloof, nor more 

Can man achieve without the friendly steed — 
Alas I too oft condemn'd for him to bear and bleed. 

Thrice sounds the clarion ; lo I the signal fw lln, 
The den expands, and Expectation mute 

Gapes round the silent circle's peopled walla. 
Bounds, with one lashing spring, the mighty bmt^ 
And, wildly staring, spurns, with sounding foot, 

The sand, nor blindly rushes on his foe : 

Here, there, he points his threatening front, to suit 

His first attack, wide waving to and &o 
His angry tail ; red rolls his eye's dilated glow. 

Sudden he stops; his eye is fixed: away. 

Away, thou heedless boy I prepare the spear : 
Now is thy time to perish, or display 

The skill that yet may check his mad career. 

With well-timed croupe, the nimble coursers veer ; 
On foams the bull, but not unscathed he goes; 

Streams from his flank the crimson torrent clear: 
He flies, he wheels, distracted with his throes; 
Dart follows dart ; lance, lance ; loud bellowings speak 
hifl woes. ,^ T 
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Again he eomss; nor dart nor lanoe aTail, 

Kor the wild ■ plunging of the tortured horse ; 
Though man and man's avenging arms assail, 

Vain are bia veapona, vainer is his foroe. 

One gallant steed is stretch'd a mangled corse; 
Another, hideous sight I unseam'd appears, 

His gorj ohest unveib life's panting source \ 
Thoagh death-struck, still his feeble frame he rears; 
Staggering^ bat stemming all, his lord nnhann'd he 
bears. 

Foil'd, bleeding, breathless, furioas to the last, 

Full in the centre stands the bull at bay, 
Mid woonds and clinging darts, and lances brast, 
And foes disabled in the brutal &ay: 
And now the Matadores around him play, 
Shake the red cloak and poise the ready brand : 
Once more through all he borsts his thundering 
way — 
Yain ragel the mantle quits the conynge hand, 
"Wraps lus fierce eye — 'tis past — he sinks upon the 
sandl 

Where his vast neck just mingles with the spin^ 
Sheathed in his form the deadly weapon liea. 

He stops — he starts — disdaining to decline: 
Slowly he falls, amidst triumphant cries. 
Without a groan, without a struggle dies. 
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The decorated car appears — on high 

The corse ia piled — sweet sight for vulgar eyes — 
Four steeds that spuru the rein, as swift as shy, 
Hurl the dark bulk along, scarce seen in dashing by. 

Sach the ttogentle sport that oft invites 

The Spanish maid, and cheers the Spanish swain. 
Nurtured in blood betimes, his heart delights 
In vengeance, gloating on another's pain. 
What private feuds the troubled village stain I 
Though now one phalanx'd host should meet the fo^ 

Enough, alast in hnmble homes reniain. 
To meditate 'gainst Mends the secret blow. 
For some slight cause of wrath whence life's warm 
stream must flow. 
ChUde Harold' t FOgrwiagt, CatOo Z, ^ataat 72-80. 



TBE RAVEN. 

BY EDGAB ALLAN FOB. 

(JS^KCE Upon a midnight dreary, 

^\f While I pondered, weak' and weary, 

Over many a quaint and curious 

Volume of forgotten lore — 
While I nodded, nearly napping, 
Suddenly there came a tapping, 
Aa of some one gently rapping, 

Bapping at my chamber door \ 
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"'Tia some visitor," I muttered, 
" Tapping at my chamber door- 
Only tbU and nothing more." 

Ah, distinctly I remember 
It waa in the bleak December, 
And each separate dying ember 

Wrought its ghost npon the floor. 
Eagerly I wished the morrow ; — 
"Vainly I had sought to borrow 
From my books surcease of sorrow — 

Sorrow for the lost Lenore — 
For the rare and radiant maiden 

Whom the angela name Lenore — 

Nameless here for evermore. 

And the silken sad uncertain 
Bustling of each purple curtain 
Thrilled me — filled me with &ntastio 

Terrors never felt before; 
So that now, to still the beating 
Of my heart, I stood repeating 
" Tia some visitor entreating 

Sntrance at my chamber door — 
Some late visitor entreating 

Entrance at my chamber door ; 

This it is and nothing more." 

Presently my soul greif stronger ; 
Hesitating ifysa. no longer, 
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"Sir," said I, "or Madanij truly 

Your forgivenesa I implore; 
But the feet is I waa napping. 
And so gently you came rapping. 
And BO faintly you came tapping, 

Tapping at my chamber door, 
That I floarce was sure I heard you" — 

Here I opened wide the door : — 

Darkness there and nothing more. 

Deep into that darkness peering, 
Long I stood there wondering, fearing; 
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortals 

Ever dared to dream before; 
But the silence was unbroken, 
And Uie stillness gave no token, 
And the only word there spoken 

Was the whispered word, "Lenore?" 
This I whispered, and an echo 

Murmured back the word, " Lenore 1" — 

Merely this and nothing more. 

Back into the chamber turning, 
All my soul within me burning, " 
Soon again I heard a tapping 
Something louder than before. 
" Surely," said I, " surety that is 
Something at my window lattice ; 
Let me see, then, what thereat is, 
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And this mystery explore — 
Let tny heart be still a moment 
And this mystery explore ; — 
'Tis the mnd and nothing more.** 

Open here I flung the shatter, 
When, with many a flirt and flutter. 
In there stepped a stately Baven 

Of the saintly days of yore. 
Not the least obeisance made he; 
Not a minute stopped or stayed he; 
Bat, with mien of lord or lady, 

Perched above my chamber door — 
Perched upon a bust of Pallas, 

Just abore my chamber door — 

Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 

Then this ebony bird beguiling 

My sad fancy into smiling, 

By the grave and stem decorum 

Of the countenance it wore, 
" Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, 
Thou," I said, "art sure no craven, 
Qhastly grim and ancient Baven 

Wandering from the Nightly shore — 
Tell me what thy lordly name is 

On the Night's Plutonian shore I" 

Quoth the Baven, "Nevermore." 
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Much I raarrelled this Trngainly 
Fowl to hear diacourae so plainly, 
Though its answer little meaning — 

Little relevancy bore ; 
For we cannot help agreeing 
That no living human being 
Ever yet was blessed with seeing 

Bird above his chamber door — 
Bird or beast upon the sculptured 

Bust above hia chamber door, 

With such a name as " Nevermore." 

• But the Raven, sitting lonely 
On that placid bust, spoke only 
That one word, as if his soul in 
That one word he did outpour. 
Kothing farther then he uttered ; 
Not a feather then he fluttered — 
Till I scarcely more than muttered 
"Other friends have flown before — 
On the morrow he will leave m^ 
As my Hopes have flown before." 
Then the bird said "Nevermore." 

Startled at the stillness broken 
By reply so aptly spoken, 
" Doubtless," said I, " what it uttera 
Is its only stock and store 
Caught fVom some unhappy master 
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Whom unmerciful Disaster 
Followed fast and followed &8ter 

Till his songa oue burden bore — 
Till the dirges of hia Hope that 

Melancholy burden bore 

Of ' Never — nevermore.' " 

But the Raven still beguiling 
All mj aad aoul into smiling, 
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in 

Front of bird and bust and door ; 
Then upon the velvet sinking, 
I betook myself to linking ^ 

Fancy unto fancy, thinking 

What this ominous bird of yore — 
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, 

O^auut, and ominous bird of yore 

Meant in croaking "Nevermore." 

This I sat engaged in guessing, 

But no syllable expressing 

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now 

Burned into my bosom's core; 
This and more I sat divining. 
With my head at ease reclining 
On the cushion's velvet lining 

That the lamp-light gloated o'er. 
But whose velvet violet lining 

With the lamp-light gloating o'er 

She shall press, ah, nevermore ! 
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Then, methouglit, tbe air grew denser, 
PerfUmed from an unseen censer 
Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falla 

Tinkled on the tufted floor. 
""Wretch,". I cried, "thy God hath lent thee — 
By theae angels he hath sent thee 
Bespite — ^respite and nepenthe 

From thy memories of Lenore I 
Qaa£^ oh quaff this kind nepenthe, 

And forget this lost Lenore 1" 

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 

" Prophet 1" said I, "thing of evill 
Prophet still, if bird or devil I — 
Whether Tempter sent, or whether 

Tempest tossed thee here ashore. 
Desolate yet all undaunted. 
On this desert laud enchanted — 
On this home by Horror haunted — 

Tell me truly, I implore — 
Is there — w there balm in Gilead? 

Tell me — teU me, I implore I" 

Quoth the Baven "Nevermore." 

"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil — 
Prophet still, if bird or devil [ 
By that Heaven that bends above us— 

By that God we both adore — 
TeU this soul with sorrow laden, 
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1£ widim the diaUat Aidenn, 

It shall clasp a sainted nutideo 
Whom the angels name Leuore — 

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden, 
Wb<Mn the angels name Ijenore," 
Quoth the Baven, "Kevermpre." 

" Be that word our sign of parting, 

Bird or fiend 1" I shrieked, upstarting — 
"Qet thee hack into the tempest 

And the Night's Plutonian shore I 
Iieave no black plume as a token 
Of that lie thy soul hath spoken ! 
Leave my loneliness unbroken I 

Quit the bust above my door I 
Take thy beak from out my heart, 

And take thy form from off my door V 

Quoth the Eaven, "Nevermore." 

And the Baven, never Sitting, 
Still is sitting, still is sitting 
On the pallid bust of Pallas, 

Jost above my chamber door ; 
And his eyes have all the seeming 
Of a demon's that is dreaming, 
And the lamp-light o'er him streaming. 

Throws hid shadow on the floor ; 
And my soul from out that shadow 

That lies floating on the flow 

Shall be lifted— nevermorej 

I,, n. II, Google 



TMM BMLLB. 
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BT EDGAR ALLAN F08. 

^jEAB tho sledges with the beUs — 
^ Silver bellfll 
What a world <^ merriment their melody foretells 1 
How thej tiokla, tiokle^ tinkle, 

In the icy air of night 1 
While the Btars that overspriakls 
All the heavetiB, seem to twinkle 

With a crystallLae delight; 
Keeping time, time, time. 
In a sort of Runio rhyme, 
To the tintinabulation that bo raosieally wells 
From the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
Bells, bellA, bells — 
SVom the jingling and the tinkling of t^e bells. 

II. 

Hear the mellow wedding bells, 
Golden bells 1 
Whst ft watld of happiness their hamuHiy f<n:«(eUsI 
Throngh the balmy air of night 
How ihey ring on£ their delight 1 
From the molten-golden notee^ 
And all io tune, 
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"Wbat a liquid ditty floats 
To the tortle-dove that listens, while she gloats 

Oq the moonl 
Oh, from oat the sounding cells, 
What a gush of euphony voluminously wells I 
How it swells I 
How it dwells 
On the future I how it tells 
Of the rapture that impels 
To the swinging and the ringing 

Of the hells, bella, bells. 
Of the bells, bells, beUa, bells, 
Bell% bells, bells — 
To the rhyming and the chiming of the bella I 

III. 
Hear the loud alarum bells — 
Brazen bella I 
What a tale of terror, now, their turhulency tella I 
In the startled ear of night 
How they scream out their aOright I 
Too much horrified to speak. 
They can only shriek, shriek, 
Out of tune. 
In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire. 
In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire 
Leaping higher, higher, higher. 
With a desperate desir^ 
And a resolute endeavor 
Now— now to sit or never, 
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Bj the aide of the pale-&ced moon. 
Oh, the bells, bellfl, bells I 
What a tale their terror teU^ 
Of Despair! 
How thej clang, and claeb, and roar 1 
What a horror they outponr 
On the bosom of the palpitating air I 
Yet the ear it fully knows; 
By the twanging, 
And the clanging 
How the danger ebba and flows ; 
Yet the ear distinctly tell^ 
In the jangling. 
And the wrangling. 
How the danger sinks and swells 
By the sinking or the swelling in the anger of die 
beUs — 

Of the bells— ' 
Of the bells, bells, bells, bellf^ 
Bells, bells, bells— 
In the clamour and the clangor of the bells I 



Hear the tolling of the bells — 
Iron bells I 
What a world of solemn thooght their monody compels 1 
In the silence of the nighty 
How we shiver with aSrigbt 
At the melancholy menace of their tone) 
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For vrvrj Bcmod that floats 

From the rost 'within their throats 

Is a groan. 
And the people — ah, the people — 
Thej that dwell up in the steeply 

All aloQe, 
And Who tolling, tolling, tolling 

In that muffled monotooe, 
Feel a glory in so rolling 

On the human heart a stone — 
Thej are neither man nor woman — 
They ate neither brate nor haman~ 

They are GhonlB : 
And their king it is who tolls; 
And be rolls, rolls, roU% 
Bolls 

A psean from the hells I 
And his merry bosom swells 

With the psan of the bellsl 
And he dances and be yells; 
Keeping tim^ time^ time, 
In a sort c£ Banio rhyme, 

To the psean of the bells — 
Of the bells: 
Keeping time, time, time, 
In a sort of Bunio rhym^ 

To the throbbing of the bells — 
Of the beUn bells, bells — 

To tiie sobbing of the bells; 
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Keeping time, time, tim^ 

As he knells, knells, knell^ 
In a happy Btmic Thyme, 

To the rolling of the bells — 
Of the bella, bella, belk-— 
To the tolling of the bella, 
Of the bella, bells, bella, bells- 
Bella, bells, bells — 
To the moaning and the groaning of the bella. 



ULALUME. 
BT BDOAR ALLAN FOE. 

^f HE aides they were ashen and sober; 
^S' The leaves they were crisped and aere — 

The leaves they were withering and sere ; 
It waa night in the lonesome October 

Of my most immemorial year ; 
It was hard by the dim lake of Anber, 

In the miaty mid region of Weir — 
It waa down by the dank tarn of Auber, 

In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir. 

Here once, through an alley Titanic, 

Of oypreaa, I roamed with my Soul — 
Of cypreas, with Psyche, my Sool, 
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These were days when my heart was volcanic 

As the scoriao rivers that roll-^ 

As the lavas that restlessly roll 
Their sulphuroiu correnta down Yaanek 

Iq the ultimate dimes of the pcJe— 
That groan as th^ roll down Mount Yaanek 

In the realms of the boreal pole. 

Our talk had been aerioos and aobor, 

But oar thoughts they were palsied and b 
Our memories were treacherous and si 

For we knew not the month was October, 
And we marked not the night of the y 
(Ah, night of all nights in the year !) 

We noted not the dim lake of Anber — 

(Though once we had journeyed down here) — 

Eemembered not the dank tarn of Auber, 
Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir, 

And now, as the night was senescent 
And star-dials pointed to mom — 
As the Btar-dials hinted of morn — 

At the end of our path a liquescent 
And nebulous lustre was bom, 

Out of which a miraouloue crescent 
Arose with a duplicate horn — 

Astarte's bediamonded creseent 

Distinct with its duplicate horn. 
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Aad I said— "Slie is vanuer than Dian: 

She rolls through an ether of sighB— 

She revels in a region of sighs: 
She has seen that the t«aT3 are not dry on 

These oheeks, where the worm never dies, 
And hfts come past the stars of the Lion 

To point tiH the path to the skies — 

To the Lethean peace of the skies — 
Come up, in despite of the Lion, 

To shine on us with her bright eyes — 
Come up through the lair of the Lion, 

With lore in her luminous eyes." 

But Psyche, uplifting her finger. 

Said — "Sadiy this star I mistrust — 
Her pallor I strangely mistrust:— 

Oh, hasten 1 — oh, let us not linger 1 
Oh, fly ! — ^let us fly I — for we must." 

In terror she spoke, letting sink her 

Wings until they trailed in the duat — 

In agony sobbed, letting sink her 

Plumes till they trailed in the dust — 
Till they sorrowfully trailed in the duat. 

I replied — "This is nothing but dreaming: 
Let us on by this tremulous light 1 
Let us bathe in this crystalline light I 

Its Sybilic splendour is beaming 

With Hope and in Beauty to-night: — 

See I — it flickers up the sky through the night I 
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Ah, we safely maj trust to its gleaming, 
And be sure it will lead us aright — 

We safely may trust to a gleaming 
That cannot but guide us aright. 
Since it flickers up to Heaven through the night" 

Thus I pacified Psyche and kissed her, 
And tempted her out of her gloom — 
And conquered her scruples and gloom; 

And we passed to the end of the vista, 

But were stopped by the door of a tomb- 
By the door of a legended tomb ; 

And I said — " What is written, sweet sister, 
On the door of this legended tomb ? " 
She replied — "Ulalume — ^Ulalume — 
'Tis the vault of thy lost Ulalume 1 " 

Then my heart it grew ashen and sober 

As the leaves that were crisped and sere — 
As the leaves that were withering and sere^ 

And I cried — "It was surely October 
On this vGTj night of last year 
That I journeyed — ^I journeyed down here^ 
That I brought a dread burden down her©^ 
On this night of all nights in the year. 
Ah, what demon has tempted me here ? 

Well I know, now, this dim lake of Aube^— 
This misty mid region of Weir — 

Well I know, now, this dank tarn of Auber, 
This ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir." 
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TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY, 

H TURMINQ ONB DOWN WITH THB PLOCOH IK 
AP«I1., 178C. 1 

BTBOBEKTBt'RNS. 

CfX f^EE, modest, crimson-tipped flower, 
TUy Thon'a met me in an evil hour: 
For I maun crush amang the stoure 

Thy slender stem; 
To spare thee now is past my power, 

Thou bonnie gem. 

Alas! it's no thy aeebor sweet, 
The bonnie lark, companion meet. 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet, 

Wi' speckled breast. 
When upward springing, blythe, to greet 

The purpling east. 

Cauld blew the bitter-biting north 
Upon thy early humble birth; 
Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 

Amid the storm. 
Scarce rear'd above the parent earth 

Thy tender form. 
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The flaunting flowers our gardens yield, 
High sheltering woods and wa's maun shield, 
Bat thou, beneath the random bield 

O' cslod or stane, 
Adorns the histie stibble-neld. 

Unseen, alane. 



Ther^ in thy scanty mantle olad, 
Thy snawie bosom sunward spread. 
Thou lifts thy unassuming bead 

In bumble guise; 
But now the share uptears thy bod. 

And low thou lies! 



Such is the fate of artless maid. 
Sweet floweret of the rural shade I 
By love's simplicity betray'd, 

And guileless trusty 
Till she, like thee, all soii'd is laid 

Low i' the dust 



Such is the fate of simple bard. 

On life's rough ocean luckless starr'dl 

Unskilfal he to note the card 

Of prudent lore, 
Till billows rag^ and gales blow hard. 

And whelm him o'erl 
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Such fate to suffering worth is given, . 
Who long with wants and woes has striTen, 
By human pride or cunning driven 

To misery's brink, 
Till, wrench'd of every stay but HeaveD, 

He, rnin'd, sinkl 

E'en thou who moum'st the Daisy's fete^ 
Thtd fate is ikim — no distant date ; 
Stern Buin's ploughshare drives, elate. 

Full on thy bloom. 
Till, cruah'd beneath the furrow's weighty 

Shall be thy doom I 

St. 1 ; ^oa't, Thoa haat ; maun, must ; sloure, bioken^r 
earth. St. 2; tto, not; neebor, neighbour; weet, wet. St. 3: 
gtitited, ehone, glanced. St 4: wa't maun, walls mnst; bidd, 
shelter ; slant, stone ; hittie Hibble-field, drj and nigged stubble- 
fleld ; alone, alone. 



SUBLIMITY OF THE PROPHET ISAIAS. 

BY BOBBBT LOWTH, BISHOP OP LONDON. 

Cpr^HOEVER wishes to understand the full force 
TaE/ and excellence of the figure of Personification, 
as well as the elegant use of it in the Hebrew oAa, 
most apply to Isaiab, whom I do not scmple to pro- 
nooDce the snblimest of poets. He will there find, in 
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one abort poem, examples of almost every form of t^a 
Frosopopceia, and indeed of all that oonstUutee tbo 
sublime in composition. I tmat it will not bo thought 
unseasonable to refer immediately to the passage 
itself,* and to remark a few of the principal excel- 
lencies. 

The prophet, after predicting the liberation of tho 
Jewa &om their severe oaptivity in Babylon, and their 
restoration to their own country, introduces them as 
reciting a land of taiamphal song upon the fall of the 
Babylonish monarch, replete with imagery, and with 
the most el^;ant and animated peraonifications. A 
sudden exclamation, expressive of their joy and admi- 
ration on the unexpected revolution in their aifairs, 
and the destrnction of their tyrants, forms the exor- 
dium of the poem. The earth iteelf triumphs with 
the inbal^nta thereof; the fir-trees and the oedara 
of Lebanon (under which images the parabolic style 
frequently delineates the kings and princes of the 
Gentiles) exult with joy, and persecute with contempt- 
uous reproaches the humbled power of a ferocious 
enemy : — 

He wbeik «uth is at mt^ is quiet; tbay burst fortt Into a J«jf* 

fal shoot ; 
Eren the fli^trees r^oice orer thee, the cedars of LebanAu : 
Since thou art fallen, no feller hath come up against ue. 

This is followed by a bold and animated personifica- 
tion of Hade% ca the infernal regions. Hades excites 
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His inhabitants, the ghosts of princes, and the departed 
spirits of kings: tbey rise immediately from their 
seats, and proceed to meet the monarch of Babylon; 
they insult and deride him, and comfort themselves 
with the view of bis calamity: — 

Artthoa, even thou too, become weak aSTcT Art thou made 
like unto usf 

Is Uien tb; pride bmngfat down to the grave T the wnad of thy 
eprightl; inatTumentaf 

Is the vermin become tby couoh, knd tfae earth-worm thy cover- 
ing? 

Again, the Jewish people are the speaters, in an ex- 
clamation after the manner of a funeral lamentation, 
which indeed the whole form of this composition ex- 
actly imitates. The remarkable fall of this powerfiil 
monarch is thus beautifully illustrated: — 

How art tbuu fallen from beaven, Lacifer, Bon of the morn- 
ing! 
Art cut down from earth, tbou that didst subdue the nations I 

He himself is at length brought upon the stage, boast- 
ing in the most pompous terms of his own power, 
which furnishes the poet with an excellent opportunity 
of displaying the unparalleled misery of his downfall. 
Some persona are introduced, who find the dead car- 
cass of the king of Babylon cast out and exposed : 
they attentively contemplate it, and at last scarcely 
know it to be his : — 

. Is this the man that made the earth to tremble ; that shook th« 

kingdoms I 
That made the world like a desert ; that deetrojed the dties? 
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They repTottch him with being denied the common 
' rites of Bepoltare^ on account of the craeltj and atro- 
ta^j of his conduct ; they execrate his name, his o£f- 
Bpring, and their posteHty. A solemn address, aa of 
the Deity himself, closes the scene ; and he denonnoea 
against the king of Babylon, his posterity, and even 
against the city which was the seat of their cmelty, 
pei^>etnal destruction ; and confirms the immutability 
of his own counsels by the solemnity of an oath. 

How forcible is this imagery, how diversified, how 
sublime I how elevated the diction, the figures, the 
sentiments I The Jewish nation, the cedars of Lebanon, 
the ghosts of departed king^ the Babylonish monarch, 
the travellers who find his ootpse, and last, of all 
Jehotah himself are the character^ which support 
this beaatii\il lyric drama. One continued action is 
kept up, or rather a series of interesting actions are 
connected together in an incomparable whole. This, 
indeed, is the principal and distinguished excellence 
of the sublimer ode, and is displayed in its utmost 
perfection in this poem of Isaiah, which may be con- 
sidered as one of the most ancient, and certainly the 
most finished specimen of that species of composition 
which has been transmitted to us. The personifications 
here are frequent, yet not confused ; bold, jet not im- 
probable : a free, elevated, and truly divine spirit per- 
vades the whole ; nor is there anything wanting in 
this ode to defeat its claim to the character of perfect 
beauty and sublimity. If, indeed, I may be indulged 
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in tbe fiea declaratioii of mj pwli Betttiments, OQ thia 
.occasion, I do not know a single instance in the whole 
compass of Greek and Roman poetry, which, in every 
excellence ofeompoeition, can be said to equal, or 
even to approach it. 



THE THREE LADIES OF SORSOW. 
BY THOHAS DB QUINOBT. 

^^HE eldest of the three is named M<Uer Lachry- 
\10 ntarum, Our Lady of Tears. She it is that night 
and day raves and moana, calling for vanished &ces. 
She stood in Bama, where a voice was heard of lamen- 
tation, — Bachel weeping for her children, and refiised 
to he comforted. She it was that stood in Bethlehem 
on the night when Herod's sword swept its nurseries 
of Innoeenta, and the little feet were stiffened forever, 
which, heard at times as they tottered along floors 
overhead, woke pulses of love in household hearts 
that were not unmarked in heaven; 

Her eyes are sweet and subtle, wild and sleepy, by 
turns; oftentimes rising to the clouds, oftentimes chal- 
lenging the heavens. She wears a diadem round her 
head. And I knew by childish memories that she 
could go abroad upon the winds, when she heard the 
'sobbing of litanie^ or tbe thundering of organs and 
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when she beheld the mustering of summer cloads. 
This sister, the elder, it is that carries keys more than 
papal at her girdle, which open everj cottage and 
every palace. She, to my knowledge, sate all last 
summer by the bedside of the blind beggar, him that 
so often and so gladly I talked with, whose pioos 
daughter, eight years old, with the sunny countenance, 
resisted the temptations of play and village mirth to 
travel all day long on dusty roads with her afflicted 
father. For this did GK>d.8end her a great reward. In 
the spring-time of the year, and whilst yet her own 
spring was budding, he recalled her to himself. But 
her blind father mooms forever over her; still he 
dreams at midnight that the little guiding hand is 
locked within his own ; and still he wakens to a dark- 
ness that is now within a second and a deeper darkness. 
This Mater Lachrymarum also has been sitting all this 
winter of 1844-5 within the bedchamber of the Czar, 
bringing before his eyes a daughter (not less pious) 
that vanished to God not less suddenly, and left behind 
her a darkness not less profound. By the power of 
her keys it is that Our Lady of Tears glides a ghostly 
intruder into the chamber of sleepless men, sleepless 
women, sleepless children, from Ganges to the Nile, 
from Nile to Mississippi. And her, because she is the 
first-born of her house, and has the widest empire, let 
us honour with the title of " Madonna." 

The Second sister is called Mater Suspmomm, Our 
Lady of Sighs. She never scales the clouds, nor walks 
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abroad uppn tlie wiada. Sbe wears no diadem. And 
hot eyes, if they were ever seen, would be neither 
-aweet nor subtle; nO man could read their stwy; they 
would be found filled with perishing dreamy and with 
wrecks of foi^tten delirium. But she raises not her 
eyes; her head, on which Mta a dilapidated torban, 
droops forever, forever &^tens on the dnst. She Weeps 
Dot. She groans not. But she sighs inandibly &% in- 
tervala. Her aster Madonna is oit^itimea stormy uid 
frantic, raging in the higher against heaven, and de- 
manding back her darling But our IJody of Sighs 
never clamours, never defies, dreams not of rebdUoos 
aspirations. She is humble to abjectness. Hers is the 
meekoess that belongs to the h<^elesa. Murmur she 
may, but it is in her sleep. Whiter ehe may, bat it 
is to herself in the twilight. Mutter she does at times, 
but it is in solitary places that are desolate as she is 
desolate, in ruined cities, and when the sun has gone 
down to his rest. This sister is the yisitor of the Pa- 
riah, of the Jew, of the bondsman to the oar in the 
Mediterranean galleys ; of the Bngiiah crinunal in 
Norfolk Island, blotted out from the books of remem- 
brance in sweet far-off England ; of the bafBed peni- 
te!it reverting his eyes forever upon a solitary grave, 
which to him seems the altar overthrown of some past 
and bloody sacrifice, on which altar no oblations can 
now be availing, whether towards pardon that he 
might implore, or towards reparation that he might 
attempt. Every slave that at noonday looks up to the 
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tropical SDQ Trith timid reproach, as he points with 
one hand to the earth, our general mother, but for him 
a Btep-mother, — as he points with the other hand to 
the Bible, our general teacher, but againat him Healed 
and sequestered ; — every woman sitting in darkness, 
without love to shelter her head, or hope to illumine 
her solitude because the heaven-bom instincts kind- 
ling in her nature germs of holy affections, which God 
implanted in her womaaly bosom, having been stifled 
by social necessities, now bum sullenly to waste, like 
sepulchral lamps amongst the ancients; every nun 
defrauded of her unretuming May-time by wicked 
kinsman, whom God will judge; every captive in 
every dungeon ; all that are betrayed, and all that are 
rejected; outcasts by traditionary law, and children 
of her&Utary disgrace, — all these walk with Our Lady 
of Sighs. She also carries a key ; but she needs it 
little. For her kingdom is chiefly amongst the tents 
of Shem,. and the houseless vagrant of every clime. 
Yet in the very highest ranks of man she fl nds chapels 
of her own ; and even in glorious England there are 
some that, to the world, carry their heads as proudly 
as the reindeer, who yet secretly have received her 
mark upon their foreheads. 

But the third sister, who is also the youngest 1 

Huahl whisper whilst we talk of her! Her kingdom 
is not large, or else no flesh should live ; but within 
that kingdom all powdr is hers. Her head, turreted 
like that of CyWle, rises almost beyond the reach of 
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sight. She droops not ; and her eyes rising bo high 
might be hidden by distance. But, being what they 
are, they cannot be hidden ; through the treble veil 
of crape which she wears, the fierce light of a blazing 
■ misery, that rests not for matins or for vespers for 
noon of day or noon of night, for ebbing or for flow- 
ing tide, may be read from the \%Ty ground. She ia 
the defier of God. She also is the mother of lunacies, 
and the suggestress of suicides. Deep lie the roots of 
her power ; hut narrow is the nation that she rules. 
For she can approach only those in whom a profound 
nature has been upheaved by central convulsions ; in 
whom the heart trembles and the brain rocks under 
conspiracies of tempest from without and tempest from 
within. Madonna moves with uncertain steps, fast or 
slow, but still with tragic grace. Our Lady of Sighs 
creeps timidly and stealthily. But this youngest sister 
moves with incalculable motions, bounding, and with 
a tiger's leaps. She carries no key j for, though com- 
ing rarely amongst men, she storms all doors at which 
she is permitted to enter at all. And her name is Mater 
Tenebrarum, — Onr Lady of Darkness 
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SIS OALASAD. 
BT ALPEKD TENNTSOIT. 

4||}l-^ goo<l blade «arrea the casques of ti 
qII^I, M^ tongh lanoe tfamsteth sore. 
My strength is as the strength of ten, 

Because my heart ie pure. 
The shattering trumpet ehrilleth high, 
■ Tlw hard brands shiver on the steel. 
The Bplinter'd spear-shafts crack and fly. 

The horse and rider ret3l: 
"Riey reel, they roll in clanging lists, 

And when the tide of combat standj^ 
Per^une and flowers fall in showers, 

That lightly rain from ladiea' hands. 

How sweet are looks that ladies bend 

On whom their favours fall I 
For them I battle till the end, 

To save from shame and thrall: 
But all my heart is drawn above, 

My knees are bow'd in crypt and shrine : 
I never felt the kiss of love, 

Nor maiden's hand in mine. 
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Hore bouDteons aspects on me beam, 
Me mightier tr&Dsports movb and thrill ; 

So keep I fair thro' fiuth and prayer 
A virgin heart in work and will. 

When down the stormy crescent goe^ 

A light before me swims, 
Between dark stems the forest glows, 

I hear a noise of hymns: 
Then by some secret shrine I ride; 

I hear a voice, but none are there; 
The stalls are void, the doors ar6 vid^ 

The tapers burning fair. 
Fair gleams the snowy altar-cloth, 

The silver vessels sparkle clean. 
The shrill bell rings, the censer swings 

And solemn chaunts resound between. 

Sometimes on lonely mountain-merea 

I find a magic bark; 
I leap on board : no helmsman steers : 

I float till all is dark. 
A gentle sound, an awful light! 

Three angela bear the holy GrMl : 
With folded feet, in stoles of white, 
: On sleeping wings they sail. 
Ah, blessed vision 1 blood of God I 

My spirit beats her mortal bars, 
As down dark tides the glory slides 

And star-like mingles with the stars. 
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When OQ my goodly charger borne 

Thro' dreaming towns I go, 
The cock crows ere the Christmas mom, 

The streets are dumb with snow. 
The tempest crackles on the leads. 

And, ringing, spins from brand and mail; 
But o'er the dark a glory spreads, 

And gilds the driving hail. 
I leave the plain, I climb the height; 

No branchy thicket shelter yields; 
But blessed forms in whistling storms 

Fly o'er waste fens and windy fields. 

A maiden knight — -to me is given 

Such hope, I know not fear; 
I yearn to breathe the airs of heaven 

That often meet me bera 
I muse on joy that will not cease, 

Pnre spaces clothed in living beam^ 
Pure lilies of eternal peace, 

Whose odours haunt my dreams, 
And, stricken by an nngeVs hand. 

This mortal armour that I wear, 
This weight and size, this heart and eyes, 

Are touch'd, are turn'd to finest air. 

The clouds are broken in the sky, 

And thro' the mountaia-walls 
A rolling organ-harmony 

Swells ap, and shakes and fiilla. 
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Then move the trees, the oopsee nod, 

Winga flutter, voices hover clear: 
"0 just and feithful knight of God! 

Bide on I the prize is near." 
So pass I hostel, hall, and grange; 

By bridge and ford, by park and pal^ 
All-arm'd I ride, whate'er betide, 

Until I find the holy Grail. 



INTtKlttffirt or IHIOKIALITT VKOK BKOOLLIO- 
TI0N8 01 XASLT CBILDHO0I>. 



BT WILLIAK WOBDSWOBTH. 



The Child ifl Father of the M&o ; 
And I oould wish mj dajs to be 
Bonnd each to each by natnnil piet 



■f-HERE was a time when meadow, grove, i 



^ The eartb, and every common sight, 
To me did seem 
Apparelled in ccleatial light. 
The glory and the fVeshness of a dream. 



D,g,r,z»-i b, Google 



836 IlTTtMATIONS OF IMMORTALITY. 

It is not now as it faatli been of yore ; 
Turn wbereso'er I may, 
By nigbt or day, 
Tbe things whicK I have seen I now can see no more. 



The Rainbow comes and goes, 
And lovely is the Boee, 
The Moon doth with delight 
Look round her when the heavens are bare ; 
"Waters on a starry night 
Are beautiful and foir; 
The sunshine is a glorious birth; 
But yet I know, where'er I go. 
That there hath past away a glory from the earth. 



Now, while the Birds thus sing a joyous song, 

And while the young Lambs bound, 

As to the tabor's sound 
To me alone there came a thought of grief: 
A timely utterance gave that thought relief. 

And I again am strong: 
The Cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep; 
No more shall grief of mine the season wrong ; 
I hear the Echoes through the mountains throng, 
The Winds come to me from the fields of Sleeps 

And all the earth is gay; 
Land and sea 
Give themselves up to jollity, 
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And witi the heart of May 
Doth every Beast keep holiday ; — 
Then Child of Joy, 
Shout toand me, let me hear thy shouts, ihou happy 
Shepherd Boy! 



Ye blessed Creatures, I have heard the call 

Te to each other make, I see 
The heavens laugh with you in your Jubilee ; 
My heart is at your festival, 
My head hath its coronal, 
The fulness of your bliss I feel — I feel it all. 
Oh evil day I if I were sullen 
While Earth herself is adorning, 
This sweet May-moming, 
And the Children are culling 
On every aide. 
In a thousand valleys far and wid^ 
Fresh flowers ; while the sun shines warm, 
And the Babe leaps up on his Mother's arm: — 
I hear, I hear, with joy I hear I 
— But there's a Tree, of many on^ 
A single Field which I have looked upon, 
Both of them apeak of something that is gone : 
The Pansy at my feet 
Doth the same tale repeat: 
Whither is fled the visionary gleam ? 
Where is it now, the glory and the dream? 

29 
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V. 

Oar birth is but a sleep and a forgettiug: 
The Soul that rises with us, our Life's Star, 
Hath had elsewhere its setting, 
And Cometh from afar; 
Not in entire forgetfolness, 
And not in utter nakedness, 
But trailing clouds of glory do we come 

From God, who is our home : 
Heaven lies about us in our iofancyl 
Shades of the prison-house begin to close 

Upon the growing Boy, 
But He beholds the light, and whence it flowa 

He sees it in his joy; 
The Youth, who daily farther from the East 
Must travel, still is Nature's Priest, 
And by the vision splendid 
Is on his way attended ; 
At length the Man perceives it die away 
And fad© into the light of common day. 

VI. 
Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own ; 
Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind, 
And, even with something of a Mother's mind. 
And no unworthy aim. 
The homely Nurse doth ail she can 
To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man, 

Forget the glories he hath known, 
And that imperial palace whence he came. 
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VII. 
Behold the Child among his new-born bliaaea, 
A BIX yesrs' Darling of a pigmy aizel 
See, where 'mid work of hia own hand he lie% 
Fretted by sallies of his Mother's kisses, 
With light upon him from his Father's eyes I 
See, at his feet, some little plan or chart, 
Some fragment from his dream of human life, 
Shaped by himself with newly-learned art ; 
A wedding or a festival, 
A mourning or a funeral ; 

And this hath now his heart, 
And unto this he frames his song: 

Then will he fit his tongue 
To dialogues of business, love, or strife ; 

But it will not be long 

Ere this be thrown aside. 

And with new joy and pride 
The little Actor cons another part ; 
Filling from time to time his "hamoroofl stage" 
With alt the Persons, down to palsied Age, 
That Life brings with her in her Equipage; 

As if his whole vocation 

Were endless imitation. 

Till. 
Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie 

Thy Soul's immensity ; 
Thou beat Philosopher, who yet dost keep 
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Thj heritage, thou Eye among the blind, 
That, deaf and silent, read'at the eternal dee[v 
Haunted for ever by the eternal mind, — 
Mighty Prophet I Seer blest I 
On whom those truths do rest, 
Which we are toiling all our lives to find. 
In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave ; 
Thou, over whom thy Immortality 
Broods like the Day, a Master o'er a Slave, 
A Presence which is not to be put by ; 
Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might 
Of heaven-bom ireedom on thy being's height, 
Why with such earnest pains dost thon provoke 
The years to bring the inevitable yoke, 
Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife ? 
Full soon thy Soul shall have her earthly freight 
And custom lie upon thee with a weight, 
Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life 1 



O joy 1 that in our embers 

Is something that doth live, 
That nature yet remembers 
What was so fugitive I 
The thought of our past years in me doth breed 
Perpetual benediction : not indeed 
For that which is moat worthy to be blest; 
Delight and liberty, the simple creed 
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Of Childhood, whether busy or at rest. 
With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast: 
Not for these I raise 
The song of thanks and praise; 
Bat for those obstinate questionings 
Of sense and outward things, 
Fallings from us, vanishings; 
Blank misgivings of a Creature 
ifoTing about in worlds not realized. 
High instincts before which our mortal Nature 
Did tremble like a guilty Thing surprised : 
But for those first affections. 
Those shadowy recollections. 

Which, be they what they may, 
Are yet the fountain light of all our day. 
Are yet a master light of all our seeing ; 
Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make 
Our noisy years seem moments in the being 
Of the eternal Silence : truths that wake. 
To perish never; 
Which neither listlessneas, nor mad endeavour, 

Nor Man nor Boy, 
Nor all that is at enmity with joy. 
Can utterly abolish or destroy! 
Hence in a season of calm weather 
Though inland far we be. 
Our souls have sight of that immortal sea 
Which brought us hither, 
Can in a moment travel thither, 
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And see the Children sport upon the shore, 
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore. 



Then sing, je Birds, sing, sing a joyous song 1 
And let the young Lambs "bound 
As to the tabor's sound I 
We in thought will join your throng, 
Ye that pipe and ye that play, 
Ye that through your hearts to-day 
Feel the gladness of the May ! 
What though the radiance which was once so brig 
Be now for ever taken from my sight. 
Though nothing can bring back the hour 
Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower 
We will grieve not, rather find 
Strength in what remains behind; 
In the primal sympathy 
Which having been must ever be; 
Id the soothing thoughts that spring 
Out of human suffering ; 
In the faith that looks through death, 
In years that bring the philosophic mind. 



f 
And O, ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Qrove^ 

Forebode not any severing of our loves ! 

Yet in my heart of hearts I feel year might ; 

I only have lelinqnished one delight 
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To live beneath your more habitual sway. 
I loved the Brooks which down their channels fret, 
Even more than when I tripped lightly as they ; 
The innocent brightness of a new-bom Day 

la lovely yet; 
The Clouds that gather round the setting sun 
Do take a sober colouring from an eye 
That hath kept watch o'er man's mortality ; 
Another race hath been, and other palms are won. 
Thanks to the human heart by which we live, 
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears. 
To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 



BOSWELL'S LIFE OF JOHNSON. — HOW 
"HISTORIES" ARE WRITTEN. 

BY THOMAS CAELTLE, 

^& RITICS insist much on the Poet that he should 
Sfi) communicate an "Infinitude" to his delineation ; 
ihat by intensity of conception, by that gift of " trans- 
cendental Thought," which is fitly named genius, and 
inspiration, he should inform the Finite with a certain 
Infinitude of significance ; or as they sometimes say, 
ennoble the Actual into Idealness. They are right in 
their precept ; they mean rightly. But in cases like 
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this of the Johnsoniad, such is the dark grandeur of 
that "Time-element," wherein man's soul here below 
livea imprisoned, — the Poet's task is, as it were, done 
to his hand : Time itself, which is the outer veil of 
■Eternity, invests, of its own accord, with an authentic, 
felt "infinitude," whatsover it has once embraced in 
its mysterious folds. Consider all that lies in that one 
word, Paat! What a pathetic, sacred, in eveiy sense 
poetic, meaning is implied in it ; a meaning growing 
ever the clearer, the farther we recede in Time, — the 
more of that same Past we have to look through ! — 
On which ground indeed must Sanerteig have built, 
and not without plausibility, in that strange thesis of 
his: "That History, after all, is the true Poetry; that 
Keality, if rightly interpreted, is grander than Fiction ; 
nay that even in the right interpretation of Reality 
and History does genuine Poetry consist." 

Thus for BoswelVa Life of Johnson has Time done, is 
Time still doing, what no ornament of Art or Artifice 
could have done for it. Bough Samuel and sleek 
wheedling James were, and are not. Their Life and 
whole personal Environment has melted into air. The 
Mitre Tavern still stands in Fleet Street : but where 
now is its scot-and-Iot paying, beef-and-ale loving, 
cocked-hatted, pot-bcUied Landlord; its rosy-faced 
assiduous Landlady, with all her shining brass-pan^ 
waxed tables, well-filled larder-shelves ; her ■ cooks 
and boot-jacks, and errand-boys, and watery-mouthed 
hangers-on ? Gone I gone I The becking Waiter .who^ 
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with wreathed smiles, was wont to spread for Samuel 
and Bozzy their supper of the gods, has long since 
pocketed his last sixpence; and vanished, sixpences 
and all, like a ghost at cock-crowing. The Bottles 
they drank out of are all broken, the Chairs they sat 
on all rotted and burnt ; the very Knives and Forks 
they ate with have rusted to the heart, and become 
brown oxide of iron, and mingled with the indiscrimi- 
nate clay. All, all has vanished ; in very deed and 
truth, like that baseless fabric of Prospero's air-vision. 
Of the Mitre Tavern nothing but the bare walls re- 
main there: of London, of England, of the World, 
nothing but the bare walls remain ; and these also de- 
caying, (were they of adamant,) only slower. The 
mysterious River of Existence rushes on : a new Bil- 
low thereof has arrived, and lashes wildly as ever 
round the old embankments; but the former BiUov 
with iis loud, mad eddyings, where is it? — ^Wheiel^ 
Now this Book of Boswell's, this is precisely a revo- 
cation of the edict of Destiny ; so that Time shall not 
utterly, not so soon by several centuries, have dominion 
over us. A little row of Naphtha-lamps, with its line 
of Naphtha-light, burnsclear and holy through the dead 
Night of the Past ; they who are gone are still here ; 
though hidden they are revealed, though dead they 
yet speak. There it shines, that little miraculously 
lamplit Pathway; shedding its feebler and feebler 
twilight into the boundless dark Oblivion, — for all that 
our Johuiion imtrjied has become illuminated for us; 
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on whicli miraculous little Pathway we can still travel, 
and see wonders. 

It is not speaking with exaggeration, bat with strict 
measured sobriety, to say that this Book of BosweU's 
will give us more real insight into the Siatory of Eng- 
land during those days than twenty other Books, 
falsely entitled " Histories," which take to themselves 
that special aim. What good is it to me though in- 
numerable SmoUets and Belshams keep dinning in 
my ears that a man named George the Third was born 
and bred up, and a man named George the Second 
died ; that Walpole, and the Pelhama, and Chatham, 
and Eockingham, and Shelburne, and North, with their 
Coalition or their Separation Ministries, all ousted one 
another; and vehemently scrambled for "the thing 
they called the Budder of Government, but which 
was in reality the Spigot of Taxation ?" That debates 
were held, and infinite jarring and jargoning took 
place ; and road-bills and enclosure-bills, and game- 
bills and India-bills, a^jl Laws which no man can 
number, which happily few men needed to trouble 
their heads with beyond the passing moment, were 
enacted, and printed by the King's Stationer? That 
he who sat in Chancery, and rayed out speculation 
from the Woolsack, was now a man that squinted, now 
' a man that did not squint ? To the hungry and thirsty 
mind all this avails next to nothing. These men and 
these things, we indeed know, did swim, by strength 
or by specific levity, as apples or as horse-dung, on 
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the top of the current: but it is by painfully noting 
the courses, eddyinga and bobbings hither and thither 
of such drift-articlea, that you will unfold to me the 
nature of the current itself; of that mighty-rolling, 
load-roaring Life-current, bottomless as the founda- 
tions of the Universe, mysterious as its Author ?, The 
thing I want to see is not Eedbook Lists, and Court 
Calendars, and Parliamentary Registers, hut the Life 
of Man in England: what men did, thought, suffered, 
enjoyed ; the form, especially the spirit, of tbeir ter- 
restrial existence, its outward environment, its inward 
principle; how and what it was; whence it proceeded, 
whither it was tending. 

Mournful, in truth, is it to behold what the busi- 
ness called, "History," in these so enlightened and 
illuminated times, still continues to be. Can you 
gather from it, read till your eyes go out, any dim- 
mest shadow of an answer to that great c[uestion : 
How men lived and had their being; were but it 
economically, as what wages they got, and what they 
bought with these ? Unhappily you cannot. History 
will throw no light on any such matter. At the point 
where living memory fails, it is all darkness; Mr. 
Senior and Mr. Sadler must still debate this simplest 
of aU elements in the condition of the Past : Whether 
men were better o% in their mere larders and pantries. 
or were worse off than now I History, as it stands all 
bound up in gilt volumes, is but a shade more instruc- 
tive than the wooden volumes of a Backgammon- 
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board. How ray Prime Minister was appointed is of 
less momeat to me tbaa How my House Serrant was 
hired. In these days, ten ordinaty Histories of Kings 
and Courtiers were well exchanged against the tenth 
part of one good History of Booksellers. 

For example, I would fain know the History of 
Scotland: who can tell it me? "Kobertson," say in- 
numerable voices; "Robertson against the world," I 
open Robertson ; and find there, through long ages too 
confused for narrative, and fit only to be presented in 
the way of epitome and distilled essence, a cunning 
answer and hypothesis, not to this question; By 
whom, and by what means, when and how, was this 
fair broad Scotland, with its Arts and Manufactures, 
Temples, Schools, Institutions, Poetry, Spirit, National 
Character, created, and made arable, verdant, peculiar, 
great, here as I can see some fair section of it lying, 
kind and strong (like some Bacchus-tamed Lion), from 
the Castle-hill of Edinburgh? — but to this other 
question: How did the king keep himself alive in 
those old days; and restrain so many Butcher-Barons 
and ravenous Henchmen from utterly extirpating one 
another, so that killing went on in some sort of mode- 
ration ? In the one little Letter of jEneas Sylvius, 
from old Scotland, there is more of History than in 
all this. — At length, however, we come to a luminous 
age, interesting enough ; to the age of the Befurma- 
tion. All Scotland is awakened to a second higher 
life : the Spirit of the Highest stirs in every bosom, 
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agitates every bosom ; Scotland is oonTuIsed, ferment- 
ing, struggling to body itself fortli anew. To the 
herdsman, among his cattle in remote woods ; to the 
craftsman, in hia rude, heath-thatched workshop, among 
his rude guild-brethren ; to the great and to the little, 
a new light has arisen: in town and hamlet groups 
are gathered, with eloquent looks, and governed or 
angovernablc tongues; the great and the little go 
forth together to do battle for the Lord against the 
mighty. We ask, with breathless eagerness: How 
was it ? how went it on ? Let ns understand it, let us 
see it, and know it ! — In reply, is handed us a really 
graceful and most dainty little Scandalous Chronicle 
(as for some Journal of Fashion) of two persons: 
Mary Stuart, a Beauty, but over light headed; and 
Henry Darnley, a Booby who had fine legs. How 
these first courted, billed and cooed, according to 
nature; then pouted, fretted, grew utterly enraged, 
and blew one another up with gunpowder : this, and 
not the History of Scotland, is what we good naturedly 
read. Nay, by other hands, something like a horse- 
load of other Books have been written to prove that 
it was the Beauty who blew up the Booby, and that 
it was not she. Who or what it was, the thing once 
for all ieiMrj so effectually done, concerns us little. To 
know Scotland, at that great epoch, were a valuable 
increase of knowledge: to know poor Darnley, and 
see him with burning candle, from centre to akin, 
so 
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were no inoreaBe of knowledge at all. — Thoa ia His- 
tory written. 

Hence, indeed, comes it that History, wticli should 
"be the essence of innumerable Bic^aphies," will tell 
us, q^uestioQ it as we like, less than one genuine Bio- 
graphy may do, pleasantly and of its own accord I The 
time is approaching when History will, be attempted 
on quite other principles ; when the Court, the Senate, 
and the Battle-field, receding more and more into the 
background, the Temple, the Workshop, and Social 
Hearth will advance more and more into the fore- 
ground; and History will not content itself with 
shaping some answer to that question: How were 
men taxed and k^t quiet then ? but will seek to an- 
swer this other infinitely wider and higher question : 
How and what tvere men then 7 Not our Oovernment 
only, or the " House wherein our life was led," but the 
Life itself we led there, will be inquired into. Of 
which latter it may be found that government, in any 
modern sense of the word, is after all but a secondary 
condition : in the mere sense of Taxation and Keepin^f 
quiet, a small, almost a pitiful one. — Meanwhile let us. 
welcome such Boa^ells, each in his degree, as bring 
us any genuine contribution, were it never so inade- 
quate, so inconsiderable. 
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VORTE D'ARTEUR. 
BY ALFRED TENNYSON. 

[The iocidentg of Tennyson's poem are thus related in La 
MoH d'Arlhure of Sit Thomas Malorj, vol. iii., chttp. 1G8, pp. 
330,331, of the ediUunbjThomaa Wright. London, 1858. (La 
Ilort d'Arthiire-^tB first issued from Caiton's press in 1485.) 

" But my time hieth fast," ssiid King Arthur unto Sir Bedi- 
VOie, " therefore t&ka thou Eicolibur* mj good sword, and go 
with it unto yonder water side, and, when thou earnest there, I 
charge thee throw my sword \ata that water, and come again 
and tell me what thou shalt see there." " My Lord," said Sir 
Bedivere, "your command shall be done, and lightly t bring you 
word again." And so Sir Bedirere departed ; and by the way 
he beheld that noble sword where the pommel and the haft were 
all of precious stonee, and then he said to himself, '' If I throw 
this rich sword into the water, thereof shull never come good, 



* Exealibwr: The French romance of Merlin gives the following 
interpretation of the name: — "Escalibort est un nom Ebrieu, 
qui vault autmnt i. dire en Franquis comme trfes Cher fer et aaier, 
et aussi disoyent-il vroi." According to the English metrical 
romance of Merlin, this celebrated sword bore the following in- 
acriptiou i-r 

Ich am y-hote Escalibore ; 
Unto a* King fair tresore. 
And it added in eiplanataon. 

On Inglis is this writing, 
Kene steel and yren and ol thing." 
, . . "I have forgotten [sajs Arthur to the Lady of the lako] 
the name of the sword which ye gave me." "The name of it," 
said the lady, "is Escalibur, that is as much to say as "cntte- 
Bt«ele." La Mori d'Arthure, t. i., chap. 28, p. 63. 
t Ltghtly, quickly. 
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bnt hum and loss." And then Sir Bedivere hid Eicnlibur ander 
a tree, and as soon as he might, he came again unto King Arthur, 
and said be had been at the water, and had thrown the B'fford 
into the water. "What sawest thou there T" said the King. 
*' Sir," stud he, " I saw nothing but waves and wind." " Th&t 
is tutruly said of thee," said King Arthur, " therefore go thoa 
ligbtlj* and do mj command, as thou art to me Uef and dear ; 
spare not, bnt throw it in." Then Sir Bedivere returned again, 
and look the sword in his band ; and then him thoughtf it sin 
and shame to throw awaj that nohle sword, and so eflj he hid 
the sword, and returned agun and told the King that ho had 
been at the water and done his oommand. " What saw je there T" 
■ud the King. " Bii," fxud he, " I saw notiiing bnt the water 
irapj and the waves waune."]] "Ah, trutor, nntrae I" aiud King 
Arthur, " now hast thoa betrayed me two times. Who would 
have weened that thou that hast been unto me so self and dear, 
and tfaoD art named a noble knight, and wonldst betray me for 
the rich sword T Bat now go again lightly,* for thy long tarry* 
ing putteth me in great jeopardy of my life, for I have taken 
cold ; and but iff thoa da as I command thee, and if ever I may 
see thee, I shall slay thee with my own hands, for thou wouidst 
fbr my rich svroid see me dead." Then Sir B^diTere departed, 
and went to the sword, and lightly took it up, and went to the 
water's side ; and there be bound the girdle about the hilts, and 
then he threw the sword into the water as far as be might; and 
there came an arm and a band above the water, and met it and 
caught it, and so shook it thrice and brandished. 

And then the hand vanished away with the sword in the water. 
So Kr Bedivere eame again {a the King, and told him what he 
had seen. "Alas I" said the King, " help me from hence, for T 
dread me I have tarried over long." Tlien Sir Bedivere took 
King Arthur upon his back, and bo went with him to the water's 
ude. And when they were at the water's side, even fast by the 
bank, hoved a little barge with many fair ladies in it, and among 
them all was a Queen, and all they had black hoods, and they 
wept and shrieked when they saw King Arthur. 

* Lightly, quioklj. f Uim Ihimght, it seemed to him. 

X J^fl, again. { Wap, beat. 

U Wmtne, roll. \ Rut if, unlets 
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" Now pat me into the barge," said the King ; and so he did 
softljj and there received him three Queena with great raonm- 
ing, and 80 these three Qaeeae set them down, and in one of their 
laps King Arthur laid his head. And then that Queen said, 
"Ah I dear brother, why have ye tarried bo longfrimi me I Ataal 
this woand on your head hath taken over much cold." And ao 
then they rowed from the land, and Sir Bedivere beheld all those 
ladies go from himjthen Sir Bediyere cried, "Ahl my Lord 
Arthur, what shfll become of roe now ye go from me, and leare 
me here alone among mine enemies!" "Comfort thyself," 
said King Arthur, "and do as well as thou mayst, for in me ie 
no trust for to trust in ; fur I will into the vale of Avilion for to 
heal me of my grieTOue wound ; and if thoo never hear more 
of me, pray for my soul." But evermore the Queens and the 
ladies wept and shrieked that it was pity for to hear them. And 
as Boon SB Sir Bedivere had lost the sight of the barge, he wept 
and walled, and so took the forest ; and so be went all the night, 
and in the morning he was ware between two hills of a chapel 
and an hermitage. 

George Brimlej, in his able essay on Tennyson's Poenu, re- 
marks of the Morte d' Arthur : "Since John Dryden died, no 
English poet has written verse so noble, so sonorous, of soeh 
sustained majesty and mi);ht ; no English poet has brought pio- 
tures BO clear and splendid before the eye by the power of single 
epithets and phrases ; and Dryden himself never wrote a poem 
so free from carelees lines, unmeaning words, and conventional 
epithets. The fragment bursts upon ua like the blended blasts 
and wail of the trumpets of pursuing and retreating hosts: t, 
whole day's alternate victory and defeat, a series of single com- 
bats, the death of the leaders one by one, the drawing off of the 
armies at sunset. King Arthur alone and wounded on the field, 
the coming on of night and the rising of the moon, the approach 
of King Arthur's last captain to bear him to a plaoe of shelter, 
are pietnred to the imagination in the few vigorous lines that 
^mmence the poem.] 
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to all day long the noise of battle roll'd 
Among the moantains by the winter sea; 
Until King Arthur's table, man by man, 
Had iall'a in Lyouness ' about their Lord, 
King Arthur : then, because his wound was deep, 
The bold Sir Bedivere upliited him, 
Sir Bediver^ the last of all his knights, 
And bore him to a chapel uigh the field, 
A broken chancel with a broken cross, 
That stood on a dark strait of barren land. 
On one ude lay the Ocean, and on one 
Lay a great water,* and the moon w^ full. 

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere : 
"The sequel of to-day unsolders all 
The goodliest fellowship of famous knights 
Whereof this world holds record. Such a sleep 
They sle^ — the men I loved. I think that we 
Shall never more, at any future time, 
Delight our souls with talk of knightly deeded 

* That phrase, " a. great water," bae probnbl; often been ridi- 
culed as affected phraseologj for " a great lake ;" but it is an 
instance of the intense preBontative power of Mr. Tsnnjson'a 
genius. It precisely marlcs tlie appearance of a large lake out- 
spread and taken in at one glance from a high ground. Had 
" a great lake" been aabstitated for it, the phrase would have 
needed to be translated bj tbe mind Into water of a certain 
shape and me before the picture was realized b; tbe iniagina- 
tioD. " A great lake" is, in fact, one degree removed from the 
sensnons to the logical, — from the individual appearance to 
tbe geueria name, and is therefore less poetic and pictorial. — 
Brimley. 
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Walking about the gardens and the halls 
Of Camelot, as in the days that were. 
I perish by this people which I made, — 
Tho' Merlin sware that I should come again 
■ To rule once more — but let what will be, be, 
I am so deeply smitten thro' the helm 
That without help I cannot last till morn. 
Thou therefore take my brand Excalibur, 
Which was my pride : for thou rememberest how 
In those old days, one summer noon, an arm 
Rose up from out the boaom of the lake. 
Clothed in white samite,* mystic, wonderful. 
Holding the sword — and how I row'd aoroas 
And took it, and have worn it, like a king : f 
And, wheresoever I am sung or told 
In aftertime, this also shall be knoiirn : 

* A very rich ailk, Bometimea iaterwoTeii with gold or ulvei 

t And so MerliD and be departed, and aa thej rode King Ar- 
thur said, "I have no sword," "No force [no matter]," said 
Herlin, " hereby ie a sword that shall be joaraand [if] I maj." 
So they rode till they came to a lake, which was a fair water and 
a broad, aod in the midst of the lake King Artbnr was ware of 
an arm dolhed in teAiie tamile, that held a fair sword in the hand. 
"Lo," said Herlin to the King, "yonder is the Bword that I 
Bpake oL" With that they saw a damsel going upon the lake. 
" What damsel is that ?" said the King. " That is the lady of 
the lake," said Merlin, " and within that lake is a rock, and 
therein is as fair a place as any is on earth, and richly beseen, 
and this damsel will oome to yon anon, and then speak fair to 
her that she will give you the sword." Therewith came the 
damsel to King Arthur and sainted him, and he her af^in. 
*' Damsel," sud the King, " yfh^i Bwor4 is t^M which the arni 
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But now delay not : take Excalibur, 

And fling him far into the middle mere;* 

Watch what thou seest, and lightlyf bring me word." 

To him replied the bpld Sir Bedivere: 
"It is not meet, Sir King, to leave thee thus, 
Aidless, alone, and smitten thro' the helm. 
A little thing may harm a wounded man. 
Yet I thy heat J will all perform at full. 
Watch what I see, and lightly bring thee word." 

So saying, from the ruin'd shrine he stept 
And in the moon athwart the place of tomba, 
Where lay the mighty bones of ancient men. 
Old knights, and over them the sea-wind sang 
Shrill, chill, with flakes of foam. He, stepping down 
By zig-zag paths, and juts of pointed rock, 
Came on the shining levels of the lake.§ 

faoldeth yoDder above tha water f I wonid it were mine, for I 
have no eword." " Sir King," said the damsel of the lake, " that 
Bword is mine, and if ye wili giTe me a gift when I aak it yon, 
ye shall have it." " By my faith," said Ring Arthar, " I will 
give you any gift that yon will ask or desire." "Well," said the 
damsel, "go ye into yonder barge, and row yourself anto the ~ 
Bword, and take it and the scabbard with you, and I will ask my 
gift when I see my time." So King Arthur and Merlin alighted, 
tied their horses to two trees, and so thej went into the barge. 
And when they came to the sword that the hand held. King 
Arthur t«ok it by the handle, and took it with him; and tiie 
arm and the hand went ander the water ; and so [they] oame to 
the land and rode forth. — 

La Mort d'Arthure, V. I., chap. 23, p. 54. 

* A lake. f Quickly. J He*l, i. e., behest, command. 

{ With what distinctness, with what force and ooDciseness of 
langna^, is the whole scene of the chnrcfayard, with its asaocia- 
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There drew he forth the brand Excalibur, 
And o'er him, drawing it, the winter moon, 
Brightening the skirts of a long cloud, ran forth 
And sparkled keen with frost against the hilt: 
For all the haA twinkled with diamond sparks, 
Myriads of topaz-lights, and jacinth-work 
Of subtlest jewellery. He gazed so long 
That both his eyes were dazzled, as he stood. 
This way and that dividing the swift mind,* 
In act to throw : but at the last it seem'd 
Better to leave Excalibur conceal'd 
There in the many-knotted waterflags,f 
That whistled stiff and dry about the marge. 
So strode he back slow to the wounded king. 

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere: 
"Hast thou perform'd my mission which I gave? 
What is it thou hast seen? or what hast heard?" 

tioBS, brought before the mind: its anceatral lelios, the minaof 
the chapel, the pieroing cold of the night-wind, edged with gea- 
ealt, the sharp rocka down which the path to the lake descends. 
. . . The claBBioal cequora maj have suggested the "ihEning 
leveU ;" but there is a deeper reason for the change of phiaae, for 
the "great water," as seen from the high ground, beoomei a 
aeriea of flashing surfaces when Sir BediTere looki alonp; it &om 
its margin. — BrimUy. 

* Thii VKtg and thai dividing the swift mind : oouipare Virpl's 
^ntid, IV., 285; "Atqne animum nnnc hue celerem, nuao 
dividit illnc." 

f The "many-knotted waterflags" are not brought in umpljr 
to hide Excalibur, thej mast add their life to the piotnre, and 

Whistle stiff and dry about the marge.— ^rtntl^, 
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And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere: 
"I heard the ripple washing in the reeda,* 
And the wild water lapping on the crag." 

To whom replied King Arthur, faint and pale; 
"Thou hast betraj'd thy nature and thy name, 
Not rendering true answer, as beaeem'd 
Thy fealty, nor like a noble knight: 
For surer sign had foUow'd, either hand, 
Or Toiee, or else a motion of the mere. 
This is a shameful thing for men to lie. 
Yet now, I charge thee, quickly go again 
As thou art lief and dear, and do the thing 
I bad thee, watch, and lightly bring me word." 

Then went Sir Bedivere the second time 
Across the ridge, and paced beside the mere. 
Counting the dewy pebbles,t fix'd in thought ; 
But when he saw the wonder of the hilt, 
How curiously and strangely chased, he smote 
His palms together, and he cried aloud : 

* The most delicate distinctions of phenotneoa are not 
Mrve 08 an aid to our complete realization of the seen 
Bedivere hears 

The ripple matking in the reeds. 

The wild water lapping on ike crags; 

the two phrases mnrking exactly the difference of sound pro- 
duced b; water swelling up against a. permeable or impermeable 
barrier. — BrinUeg. 

t " Counting (he detrn/ pebbles." is an instaDce of an interesting 
psychological fact, namely, the minute obserration vhiuh uo- 
companie's intensity of thought and feeling. — JUdilor. 
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" And if indeed I caat the brand away. 
Surely a precious thing, one worthy note. 
Should thus be lost for ever from the earth. 
Which might hare pleased the eyea of many men. 
What good should follow this, if this were done ? 
What harm, undone ? deep harm to disobey, 
Seeing obedience ia the bond of rule. 
Were it well to obey then, if a king demand 
An act unprofitable, against himself? 
The King is sick, and knows not what he does. 
What record, or what relic of my lord 
Should be to aftertime, but empty breath 
And rumours of a doubt ? but were this kept, 
Stored in some treasure-house of mighty kings, 
Some one might show it at a joust of arms, 
Saying, 'King Arthur's sword, Excalibur, 
Wrought by the lonely maiden of the Lake, 
Nine years she wrought it, sitting in the deeps 
UpoD the hidden bases of the hills.' 
So might some old man speak in the aftertime 
To all the people, winning reverence. 
But now much honour and much fame were lost." 

So spake he, clouded with his own conceit. 
And hid Excalibur the second time, 
And BO strode back slow to the wounded King. 

Then spoke King Arthur, breathing heavily: 
"What is it thou hast seen? or what hast heard?" 

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere : 
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"I heard the water lapping on the cra^ 
And the long ripple washing in the reeds," 

To whom replied King Arthur, madi in wrath: 
"Ah, miserable and unkind, untrue, 
Unknightly, traitor-hearted I Woe is me I 
Authority forgets a dying king, 
Laid widow'd of the power in his eye 
That bow'd the wilL* I see thee what thou art, 
For thou, the latest-left of all my knights, 
In whom should meet the offices of all, 
Thou wouldst betray me for the precious hilt ; 
Either from lust of gold, or like a girl 
Valuing the giddy pleasure of the eyes. 
- Yet, for a man may fail in duty twice. 
And the third time may prosper, get thee hence : 
But, if thou spare to fling Excalibur, 
I will arise and slay thee with my hands." 
Then quickly rose Sir Bedivere, and ran. 
And, leaping down the ridges lightly, plunged 

* How thoroughly Shakspearian is King Arthur's lunent. 

Woe U me I 
Authority forgets a dying king. 
Laid widon'd of the power m his eye 
That buw'd t1)e will, 

wbert, the personification assists the imagination without dis- 
troBsing tlie nnderstanding, as when dwelt upon, and expanded 
in detail ; deepening the impreasivene.is of the Bentiment by 
giving along with a true thought a grand pictnre, — just auch n 
passing flash of impassioned rhetoric as would become the highest 
oratory, and tiirill the hearts of a great assembly. — Brimhs- 
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Among the bulrusli-beds, and cluteh'd the sword, 
And strongly wheel'd and threw it. The great brand 
Made lightnings in the splendour of the moon. 
And flashing round and round, and whirl'd in an arch, 
Shot like, a streamer of the northern mom, 
Seen where the moving isles of winter shock 
By night, with noises of the northern sea. 
So flash'd and fell the brand Excalibur : * 
But ere he dipt the surface, rose an arm 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful. 
And caught him by the hilt, and brandish 'd him 
Three times, and drew him under in the mere. 
And lightly went the other to the King. 

Then spoke King Arthur, drawing thicker breath: 

* In the description of Sir Bedivere'g last and euccesaful at- 
tempt to throw the sword into the lake, everj word tells of rapid, 
agitated, deteriuined actioD, refusing to dally with the tempta- 
tion that had twice overcome him A series of bril- 
liant effects is hit off in those two words, " made lightnings." 
"Whirl'd in an arch," is a splendid instanoe of sound answer- 
ing to sense, which the older critics made so much of; the ad- 
ditional syllable which breaks the measure, and necessitates an 
increased rapidity of utterance, seeming to express to the ear 
the rash of the sword up its pnrabolic curve. And with what 
lavish richness of. presentative power is the boreal aurora, the 
collision, the crash, and the thunder of the meeting 'icebergs, 
brought before the eye. An inferior artist would have shouted 
through a page, and emptied a whole pallet of colour, without 
any result but interrupting his narrative, where Tennyson in 
three lines strikingly illustrates the fact he had to tell, — as- 
sociates it impressively with one of nature's grandest phenomena, 
and gives a complete picture of tliis phenomenon besides. 
SI 
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"Now see I by thine eyea that this is done.* 
%>eak; out : vh&t is it thoa hast heard, or sees ?" 

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere: 
" Sir King, I closed mine eyelids, lest the gema 
Should blind my puipoae, for I never saw, 
Nor shall see, here or elsewhere, tUl I die. 
Not tho* I live three lives of mort^ men, 
So great a miracle as yonder hilt. 
Then with both hands I Sung him, wheeling him; 
But when I look'd again, behold an arm, 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wondra'i^ 
That caught him by the hilt, and braadiah'd bira 
Three times, and drew him under in the mere." 

And answer made King Arthur, breathing hard . 
"My end draws nigh; 'tis time that I were gone. 
Make broad thy shoulders to receive my weight. 
And bear me to the margin; yet I fear 
My wound hath taken oold, and I shall die." 

So saying, from the pavement he half rose, 
Sloiriy, with pain, reclining on his arm, 
And looking wistfully, with wide blue eyes, 
As in a picture-f Hira Sir Bedivere 
Betaone&Uy regarded thro' his tears, 

* How dramatic and striking is King Artimr's rodden ezck- 
mation on ESr Bedivere's return : 

"Now see I b J thiae eyes that this ii done." 

f How wonderfulij true of a dying man, the 

liooking wiatfullj, with wide blue ejea. 
Ah in a piotnre. — Brimity. 
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And wonH have spoken, but he found not words, 
Then took iirith care, and kneeling on one knee, 
O'er both his shoulders drew the languid hands, 
And rising bore bim thro' the place of tomba. 

But, as he walk'd. King Arthur panted hard. 
Like one that feels a nightmare on his bed 
When all the house is mute. So sigh'd the King, 
Muttering and murmuring M his ear "Quick, quick I 
I fear it is too late, and I shall die." 
But the other swiftly strode fVom ridge to ridge. 
Clothed with his breath, and looking, as he walk'd. 
Larger than human on the frozen hills.* 
He heard the deep behind him, and a cry 
Before. His own thought drove him like a goad. 
Dry clash'd bis harness in the icy caves 
And barren obasms, and all to led and right 
The bare black cliff clang'd round him, as be based 
His feet on juts of slippery crag that rang 
Sharp-smitten with the dint of armed heels — 
And on a sudden, lol the level lake. 
And the long glories of the wirter moon. 

Then saw they bow there hove a dusky barge, 
Dark as a funeral scarf from atem to stem, 
Beneath them ; and descending they were ware 

* How p>otorift1 And atinntely attentive to the {kets of appear- 

BDOV 

But the otbor strode from ridge to ridge, 

Clotbed with his breath, and looliing, tw be walk'd, 

Iiarger than humnn on the frozen hills. — Brmdeif. 
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That all tlie decks were dense witli Btstely forms' 
Black-atoled, black- hooded, like a dream — -by these 
Three Queens with crowns of gold — and from them 

rose 
A cry that shiver'd to the tingling stars,* 
And, as it were one voice, an agony 
Of lunentation, like a wind, that shrills 

* In some OTer-fastidiouB moode, one might be inclined to 

A 017 tb&t thivertd to the tingling ttaxa, 

with A touch of that ex&gger&tion which bolonga to the " «pa>> 
ffiodio school ;" but the orj comoi from a company of spirits, 
amid moontains whose natoml power of echo is height«ned by 
the silence of night, the clearness of the winter air, and the 
hardening effect of frost. Such a cry at sach a time, and in 
snch a place, would thrill from rook to rock, from summit to 
summit, till it seemed to pierce the sky in a hurtling storm of 
mumtudinons arrony sounds, and die away in infinitely distant 
pulsations among the stars. In the following lines, where the 
agony of lamentation is compared to 

A wind tliat sbriUs 
All night in a waste land, where no out comes. 
Or haih eonte, tinee the making 0/ the world,— 

the passage italioieed may seem at first to add nothing to the 
fbroe of tlie comparison, as the shrillness of the wind would not 
be greater in an uninhabited place than anywhere else in open 
ground. But the monmfiilness of the feeling a man would ex- 
perience in such a place, from the sense of alter isolation' and 
sterility, is blended with the naturally sad wail of the wind over 
a wide waste, and the addition thus becomes no mere completion 
of a thought of which only part is wanted for the illustration — 
though that were allowable enough, according to ordinary poetic 
usage,— but gives a heightening of sentiment without which the 
illustratiun itself would be incomplete and less impressiTO. — ' 
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All night in a waste land, where no one comes, 
Or hath come, since the making of the world. 

Then mununr'd Arthur, " Place me in the barge," 
And to the barge they came. There those three 

Queens 
Pnt forth their hands, and took the King, and wept. 
But she, that rose the tallest of them all 
And fairest, laid his bead upon her lap. 
And loosed the shatter'd casque, and chafed his handd^ 
And called him by his name, complaining loud, 
And dropping bitter tears against bis brow 
Striped with dark blood : for all his face was white 
And colourleaa, and like the wither'd moon 
Smote by the fresh beam of the springing east; 
And all his greaves* and cuissesf dash'd with drops 
Of onset ; J and the light and lustrous curls — 
That made his forehead like a rising sun 
High from the dais-throne —were parch'd with dual * 
Or, clotted into points and hanging loose, 
Mix'd with the knightly growth that fringed bis lipi. 
So like a shattered column lay the King; 
Not like that Arthur who, with lance in rest, 
From spur to plume a star of tournament, 
Shot thro' the lists at Camelot, and charged 
Before the eyes of ladies and of kings. § 

* Oreiaxa, armour for the lega. 
t CuUta, srmour for the thighs. 
X Onut, the caoie for the lesnlt, bj metonjtny. 
\ The passage in which Arthur is described u djing in the 
annsof tiiamoamlngQaeea, is a flne inatnnee of a poetical qjw 
?1* 
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Then londly cried the bold Sir Bedivere, 
"Ahl my Lord Arthur, whitber shall I "go? 
Where shall I hide my forehead and my eyes ? 
For now I see the true old times are dead, 
When every morning brought a noble chance, 
And every chance brought out a noble knight i 
Such times have been not since the light that led 
The holy Elders with the gift of myrrh. 
But now the whole round table is dissolved 
Which was an image of the mighty world ; 
And I, the last, go forth companiouless, 
And the days darken round me, and the years. 
Among new men, strange faces, other minds." 

And slowly answered Arthur from the barge ; 
" The old order changeth, yielding place to new, 
And God fulfils himself in many ways, 

of simile and figure. The moon fading in the earl; moniing, the 
dftiiling brightness of the rising sun, the shattered column, the 
glancing flight of a shooting elar, bring before the mind not onlj 
the dying King, pale and bleeding, but the contraBt between his 
preient weakness and the glorj and triumphs of his chival- 
tOQS and brilliant life. In a few lines his v-hole storj is tiild ; 
it IB not merelj a dying warrior who lies before us, but the 
strength, the stat«, the sptendonr, and enjoyment of hie past 
life, flash before the imagination, and deepen the sadness and 
humiliation of his defeat and death. — Erimley. 

Tennyson, in his Palace of Art, makes the dying Arthur, at- 
tended bj the queens, one of the scenes represented on the arraa 
with which the rooms of the palace were hung: 

"Mytiic Other's deeply-wounded son 

In some &ir space of sloping greens 

Iiay, dosing in the vale of Avalon, 
jLnd wat«h'd hy weeping queens." — Editor. 
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Lest one good cuBtom should corrupt the world. 

Comfort thyself: what comfort ia in me? 

I have lived my life, and that which I have done 

May He within himself make pure ! but thoo, 

If thou shouldst never see my face again, 

Pray for my soul. More things are wrought by 

prayer 
Than this world dreams of. Wherefore, let thy voice 
Rise like a fountain for me night and day. 
For what are men better than sheep or goats 
That nourish a blind life within the brain, 
If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer 
Both for themselves and those who call them friend? 
For so the whole round earth is every way 
Bound by gold chains about the feet of God. 
But now farewell. I am going a long way 
With these thou seest — if indeed I go^- 
(Por all my mind ia clouded with a doubt) 
To the island- valley of Avilion ; 
Where falls not hail, or rain, or any snow, 
Nor ever wind blows loudly ; but it lies 
Deep-meadow'd, happy, fair with orchard-lawna 
And bowery hollows crown'd with summer sea, 
Where I will heal me of my grievous wound." 
So said he, and the barge with oar. and sail 
Moved from the brink, like some full-breasted swan 
That, fluting a wild carol ere her death, 
Uijfi^es her pure cold plume, and takes the flood 
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"With snrarthy webs. Long stood Sir Bedivere 
Revolving many memories, till the hull 
Look'd one black dot againat the verge of dawn, 
And on the mere the wailing died awa/. 



ODE TO TEE WEST WIND.* 
BT FEBCY BT3SHE SHELLBT. 



fWILD West Wind, thou breath of Autumn's 
being, 
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead 
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing, 

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 
Pestilence-stricken multitudes: O thou, 
Who charioteat to their dark wintry bed 

* This poem was conoeiTed and chiefly written in a wood that 
ekiits the Amo, near Florence, and on a day when th«t tem- 
pestuouH wind, whose tempeiatnre ib at once mild and anima^ng, 
was collecting the Tapoura which pour down the autumnal rains. 
Thej began, as I foresaw, at sunset, with a violent tempest of 
bail and rftin, attended'b; that magnifleent thonder and ligh^ 
ning pecuUar to the Cisalpine regions. 

The phenomenon alluded to at the conclnsion of the third 
stanza is well known tn naturalists. The regetation at the bo^ 
torn of the sea, of riTcrs, and of lakes, sjmpathiiee with that of 
the land in the change of seasons, and is consequentlj influenced 
by the winds which announce it. 
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The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low. 

Each like a corpse within its grave, nntU 
Thine azure sister of the Spring shaU blow 

Her clarion o'er the dreaming Earth, and fill 
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 
With living hues and odours plain and hill: 

Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere; 
Destroyer and preserver ; hear, oh hear ! 



Thou on whose stream, 'mid the steep sky's commo- 
tion. 
Loose clouds like Earth's decaying leaves are shed, 
Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean, 

Angels of rain and lightning : there are spread 
On the blue surface of thine airy surge. 
Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 

Of some fierce Msenad, even from the dim verge 

Of the horizon to the zenith's height. 

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 

Of the dying year, to which this closing night 
Will be the doom of a vast sepulchre 
Vaulted with all thy congregated might 

Of vapours from whose solid atmosphere 

Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst: Oh hear I 



; COO'JIC 
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III. 
Thou who didst wakea from his summer dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay; 
Lulled bj the coil of his cryatalline streams, 

Bjside a pumice isle in Baue's bay, 
And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering withla the wave's iateoaer day, 

All overgrown with azure moss and flowers 

So sweet, the sense fainta picturing them I ThoB 

For whose path the Atlantic's level powers 

Cleave themselves into chasms, while iar below 
The searblooms and the oozy woods wbioh wear 
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 

Thy voice and suddenly grow gray with fear. 
And tremble and despoil themselves: Ob hearl 

IV. 
If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear 
If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee; 
A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 

' The impulse of thy strength, only less free 
Than thou, O uncontrollable I If even 
I were as in my boyhood, and could ba 
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The comrade of thy wanderings over Heaven, 
As then, when to outstrip the skyey speed 
Scarce seemed a vision, I would ne'er hare striven 

Ae thus with tiiee in prayer in my sore need. 
Oh I lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud 1 
I fell upon the thorns of life 1 I bleed I 

A heavj vv^^t of hours has clmiited and bowed 
One too like thee : tameless, and swift, and proud. 



Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is : 
What if my leaves are falling like its own I 
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 

Will take frcHU hoth a deep autumnal tone, 
Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, spirit fierce, 
My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one I 

Drive my dead tbonghta over the Universe, 
Like wither'd leaves to quicken a new birth ; 
And, by the incantation of this verse, 

Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind 1 
Be through my lips to unawatened earth 

The trumpet of a prophecy ! O wind, 

If Winter comes, can Spring be &r behind ? 
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BEAUTY A REFLBZ OF JOY. 



THE BEAUTY OF THE OUTER WORLD A 
REFLEX OF A PURE AND JOYOUS 
SOUL. 



BY SAMUEL TAYLOK COLEBIDQB. 

fLADY I we receive but what we give, 
And in our life alone does nature live: 
Ours is her wedding-garment, ours her shroudl 
And would we aught behold of higher worth, 
Than that inanimate cold world allowed 
To the poor loveless ever-anxious crowd, 

Ahl from the soul itself must issue forth 
A light, a glory, a fair luminous cloud 

Enveloping the Earth — 
And from the soul itself must there be sent 
A sweet and potent voice, of its own birth. 
Of all sweet sounds the life and element I 

pure of heart I thou need'st not aak of me 
"What this strong music in the soul may be I 
"What, and wherein it doth exist, 
This light, this glory, this fair luminous mist. 
This beautiful and beauty-making power. 

Joy, virtuous Lady I Joy that ne'er was given. 
Save to the pure, and in their puxest hour. 
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Life, and Life's Effloenoe^ Cloud ftt once and Shov«r, 
Joy, Lady I is the epuit and the power, 
Which wadding Nature gives to iu io dower, 

A new Earth and new Hearen, 
UnOreanit of by tlie seninal and the prond — - 
Joy 13 the sweet Toi«e, Joy the IrnninoUB cloud — 

TVe in ourselves rejoice 1 
And thence flows all that charms or ear or sight, 

All melodies the echoes of that voice, 
All colours a suffuaon from that light. 



EXTRACT FROM COLERIDGE'S "CSBIS- 
TABEL." 

[The following portion of the Knrt Part of "ChnBtfthol," ii, 
(KrhnpB, the moat perfect eiMnple of the atbptation of the tottc 
and nil the variouB eJemeDte of unsical KoA suggestive eipre«siv«- 
neaa, to the Hentiment, which English Poetry affords. — [Editor.] 

^f IS the middle of night hy the eastle clock, 

^*/ And the owla have awakened the crowing cook : 

Tu— whit I ^Tu— whoo ! 

And hark, againi the crowing cock, 
IIow drowsily it crew. 

Sir Leoline, the Baron rich, 
Hath a toothless mastiff \AitAx ; 
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From her kennel beneath the rock 

She maketb answer to the clock, 

Four for the quarters, and twelve for the hoar ; , 

Ever and aye, by shine and shower, 

Sixteen short howls, not over loud; 

Some say, she sees my lady's shroud. 

Is the night chilly and dark? 
The night is chilly, but not dark. 
The thin grey cloud is spread on high. 
It covers but not hides the sky. 
The moon is behind, and at the tall; 
And yet she looks both small and dull. 
The night is chill, the cloud is grey: 
'Tis a month before the month of May, 
And the Spring comes slowly up this way. 

The lovely lady, Christabel, 

Whom her father lovea so well. 

What makes her in the wood so late, 

A furlong from the castle gate? 

She had dreams all yesternight 

Of her own betrothed knight ; 

And she in the midnight wood will pray 

For the weal of her lover that's far away. 

She stole along, she nothing spoke. 
The sighs she heaved were soft and low. 
And naught was green upon the oak. 
But moss and rarest mistletoe : 

l.n.ll.GoOglc 
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She kneels beneath the huge oak tree^ 
And in silence prajeth she. 

The lady sprang up suddenly, 

The lovely lady, Christabel ! 

Tt moaned as near, as near can be, 

But what it is she cannot tell. — 

On the other side it seems to be, 

Of the huge, broad-breasted, old oak tree. 

The night is chill; the forest bare; 
Is it the wind that moaneth bleak? 
There is not wind enough in the air 
To move away the ringlet curl 
From the lovely lady's cheek — 
There is not wind enough to twirl 
The one red leaf, the last of its clan, 
That dances as often as dance it can. 
Hanging so light, and hanging so high, 
On the topmost twig that looks up at the b^. 

Hush, beating heart of Christabel I 
Jesu, Maria, shield her well I 
She folded her arms beneath her cloak. 
And stole to the other side of the oak. 
What sees she there ? 

There she sees a damsel bright, 
Drest in a silken robe of white. 
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That shadowy in the moonlight shone: 
The neck that made tbfct white robe w«a, 
Her stately neck and arms were bare; 
Her blue-veined feet oneandal'd were. 
And wildly glittered here and there 
The gems entangled in her hair. 
I guess 'twas frightful there to we 
A lady so richly dad as sh^— 
Beautiful exceedin^yl 

Mary mother, save me nowl 

(Said Christabel,) And who art thou? 

The lady strange made answer meet> 
And her voice waa ^int and aweet:— 
"Have pity on my sore dlBtresa, 
I scarce can speak for weariness 
Stretch forth thy hand, and have no fear I" 
Said Christabel; "How earnest thou here?" 
And the Udy, whose voice waa laint and swee^ 
Did thus pursue her answer meet: — 

" My sire is of a noble line. 
And my name is Oeraldine: 

Five warriors seized me yestermom, 

Me, even me, a maid forlorn: 

They choked my cries with force and Mght, 

And tied me on a palfrey white. 
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The palfrey was as fleet as wind, 

And they rode furiously behind. 

They spurred amain, their steeds were white; 

And once we crossed the shade of night. 

As sure as Heaven shall rescue me, 

I have no thought what men they be; 

Nor do I know how long it is 

(For I have lain entranced I wis) 

Since one, the tallest of the five. 

Took me from the palfrey's back, 

A weary woman, scarce alive. 

Some muttered words his comrades spoke 

He placed me underneath this oak; 

He swore they would return with haste: 

Whither they went I cannot tell — 

I thought I heard, some minutes paet, 

Sounds as of a castle bell. 

Stretch forth thy hand (thus ended she). 

And help a wretched maid to flee." 

Then Christabel stretched forth her hand 
And comforted fair Geraldine: 
" well, bright dame ! may you command 
The service of Sir Leoline ; 
And gladly our stout chivalry 
Will he send forth and friends withal 
To guide and guard you safe and firee 
Home to your noble father's hall." 
32* 
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She rose: and forth with steps the; passed 

That strove to b^ ftnd were not; fast. 

Her gracious stars tbe lady blest, 

And thus spak« on sweet Ohriatabel: 

"All our household are at rest, 

The hall as silent as the cell; 

Sir Leoline is weak in health, 

And may not well awakened be, 

But we will move as if in stealth. 

And I beseech your courtesy, 

This night, to share your couch with me." 

They crossed the moat, and Cbristabel 

Took the key that fitted well, 

A little door she opened straight^ 

All in the middle of the gate I 

The gat« that was ironed within and withoat, 

Where an army in battle array had marched out. 

The lady Bank, belike through pain, , 

And Christabel with might and main 

Lifted her np, a weary weight, 

Over the threshold of the gat« : 

Then the lady rose again. 

And moved, as she were not in pain. 

So free from d^iger, free from fear. 
They crossed the court : right glad they were. 
And Christabel devoutly cried 
To the lady by her aide: 
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"Praise we the Virgin all diviae 

Who bstli rescued thee from thy distreMl" 

"Alas, alas I" iaid Geraldine, 

"I cannot speak for weariness," 

So free from dai^er, free from fear, 

They crossed the coort: right glad they wem. 

Outside her kennel, the mastiff old 
Lay fast asleep, in mooaehine cold. 
The mastiff old did not awak^ 
Yet she an angry moan did make I 
And what can ail the mastiff bitch ? 
Never tiU now she uttered yell 
Beneath the eye of Christabel. 
Perhaps it ia the owlet's scritch: 
For what can ail the mastiff bitch 7 

They passed the hall, that echoes still, 

Pass as lightly as you will I 

The brands were flat, the brands were dying 

Amid their own white ashes lying; 

But when the lady passed, there came 

A tongue of light, a fit of flame ; 

And Christabel Baw the lady's eye, 

And nothing else saw she thereby. 

Save the boss of the shield of Sir Leoline tall, 

Which hung in a mixrky old niche in the wall. 

"O softly tread," said Christabel, 

"My father seldom sleepeth well," 
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Sweet Glirutabel her feet doth bare. 
And, jealoas of the listening air, 
They steal their way from stair to stair, 
Now in glimmer, and now in gloom. 
And now they pass the Baron's room, 
Ab Btill as death with stifled breath I 
And now have reached her chamber door; 
And now doth Geraldine press down 
The rushes of the chamber floor. 
The moon shines dim in the open air, 
And not a moonbeam enters here. 

Bnt they without its light can see 

The chamber carved so curiously, 

Carved with figures strange and sweet, 

All made out of the carver's brain. 

For a lady's chamber meet : 

The lamp with twofold silver cbmn 

Is fastened to an angel's feet, 

The silver lamp bums dead and dim ; 

But Ohriatabel the lamp will trim. 

She trimmed the lamp, and made it bright, 

And left it swinging to and fro, 

While Geraldine, in wretched plight, 

Sank down upon the floor below. 
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PASSAOBS FROM MILTOIT 8 "PABADISS 



SATAN RECOVERS FROM HIS DOWNFALIt 
AND AROU3E3 HIS LEQIONS WHO LIB 
ENTRANCED ON THE BURN'IN'O tAKB. 



- the Bilperior Fiend 



Was moving toward the shore, his ponderous shield, 

Stherial temper, masay, large, and round, 

Behind him caat. The hroad ctrcamfco^aee 

Hung on his shoulders like the moon, whoee orb 

Tbroogh optic gbuB the Tuscan artist views 

At evening &om the top of I'esolc^ 

Or in Taldamo, to descry new lands, 

Hivers or mountains in her spotty globe. 

His spear— to equal which the tallest pine 

Hewn on Norwegian hills, to be the mast 

Of some great ammiral, were' bat a wand— 

He walked with, to sapport uneasy stepd 

Over the burning marie, not like those steps 

On Heaven's azure ; and the torrid olime 

Smote on him sore besides, vaulted with fire. 

Nathless he so endured, till on the beach 

Of that inflamfed sea he stood, and called 

His legions. Angel-forms, who lay entranced, 

Thick as autumnal leaves that strow the brooks 
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In Vallombrosa, where the Etrurian shades 

High over-arched embower ; or scattered sedge 

ABoat, when with fierce winds Orion armed 

Hath vexed the Red-Sea coast, whose waves o'erthrew 

Busiris and his Memphian chivalry, 

"While with perfidious hatred they pursued 

The sojourners of Goshen, who beheld 

From the safe shore their floating carcases 

And broken chariot-wheels ; so thick bestrown,. 

Abject and lost, lay these, covering the flood. 

Under amazement of their hideous change. 

He called so loud, that all the hollow deep 

Of Hell resounded: — "Princes, Potentates, 

"Warriors, the flower of Heaven, once yours, now lost, 

If such astonishment as this can seize 

Eternal Spirits. Or have ye chosen this place 

After the toil of battle to repose 

Your wearied virtue, for the ease you find 

To slumber here, as in the vales of Heaven? 

Or in this abject posture have ye sworn 

To adore the conqueror — who now beholds 

Cherub and Seraph rolling in the flood, 

"With scattered arms and ensigns — till anon 

His swift pursuers from Heaven-gates discern 

The advantage, and descending tread us down. 

Thus drooping, or with linkfed thunderbolts 

Transfix us to the bottom of this gulf? — • 

Awake 1 arise I or be for ever fallen 1" 

Book I. V. 288-330. 
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DB80BIPT10N OF SATAH 



- He, above the rest 



In shape and gesture proudly eminent, 
Stood like a tower; hia form had yet not loat 
AU her original brightness, nor appeared 
Less than Archangel ruined, and the excess 
Of glory obscured. As when the sun new-riaen 
Looks through the horizontal misty air 
Shorn of hia beams, or, from behind the moon, 
In dim eclipse, disastrous twilight sheds 
On half the nations, and with fear of change 
Perplexes monarchs : darkened so, yet shone 
Above them all, the Archangel ; but bis fece 
Deep scars of thunder had intrenched, and care 
Sat on his faded cheek, but under brows 
Of dauntless courage and considerate prid^ 
Waiting revenge. 

Book I. V. 689-604. 

FAKDEHONIUH AKD ITS AHCHITECT. 



Let those 

Who boast in mortal things, and wondering tell 
Of Babel and the works of Memphian kings. 
Learn how their greatest monuments of fame 
And strength and art arc easily ontilrme 
By Spirits reprobate, and in an hour 
What in an age they, with incessant toil 
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And hands mnumemble, scarce perform. - 

Nigh on the plain in many cells prepared. 

That underneatb bad reins of liquid fire 

Sluiced from the lake, a second multitude 

With wondrous art founded the massy ore, 

Severing each kind, and scummed the bullion ixom; 

A third as soon had formed Trithin the ground 

A various mould, and from the boiling cells 

By strange conveyance filled each hollow nook : 

As in an organ, from one blast of wind, 

To many a row of pipes the sound-hoard breathes. 

Anon out of the earth a fabric huge 

Bose, like an exhalation, with the sound 

Of dulcet symphonies and voices sweet, 

Built like a temple, where pilasters round 

"Were set, and Boric pillars overlaid 

With golden architrave ; nor did there want 

Cornice or frieze, with bossy sculptures graven; 

The roof was fretted gold. Not Babylon 

Nor great Alcairo such magnificence 

Equalled in all their glories, to inshrine 

Belus or Serapis their gods, or seat 

Their kings, when Egypt with Assyria strove 

In wealth and luxury. The ascending pile 

Stood fixed her stately highth, and straight the door^ 

Opening their brazen folds, discover, wide 

Within, her ample spaces, o'er the smooth 

And level pavement. From the arched roo^ 

Pendent by subtle magic, many a row 
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. Of starry lamps and blazing cressets, fed 
With napbtha and asphaltiu^ yielded light 
As from a sky. The hasty multitude 
Admiring entered, and the work some praise^ 
And some the architect. His hand was known 
In Heaven by many a towered stmctnre high, 
Where sceptred angels held their residence, 
And eat as princes, whom the supreme King 
Exaltud to such power, and gave to rale, 
Each in his hierarchy, the orders bright: 
Nor was his name unheard or nnadored 
In ancient Greece; and in Ansohian land 
Men called him Mnlciber ; and how he fell 
From Heaven they febled, thrown by angry Joto 
Sheer o'er the crystal battlements ; from mom 
To noon he fell, from noon to dewy eve, 
A summer's day ; and with the setting sun 
Dropt from the zenith, like a felling star. 
On Lemnos, the JEgsean isle. Thus they relate, 
Erring ; for he with this rebellious ront 
Fell long before : nor aught availed him now 
To have built in Heaven high towers, nor did he 'scape 
By all his engines, but was headlong sent 
With his industrious crew to build in Hell. 

Book I. V. 692-752. 
S3 
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BATAH ON THE WING FOB EARTH, AND BIS 
UBETINa WITH BIN AND DEATH AT HSL'L 
GATES. 

Meanwhile the Adversary of God and Man, 
Satan, with thoughts inflamed of highest design, 
Fats on swiil winga, and toward the gates of Hell 
Explores his solitary flight. Sometimes 
He scours the right-hand coast, sometimes the left ; 
Nov shares with level wing the deep ; then soars 
Up to the fiery concaTO, towering high. 
Aa when far off at sea a fleet descried 
Hangs in the clouds, by equinoctial winds 
Close sailing from Bengala, or the isles 
Of Temate and Tidore, whence merchants bring 
Their spicy drugs ; they on the trading flood, 
Through the wide Ethiopian to the Cape, 
Ply stemming nightly toward the pole: so seemed 
Far off the flying Fiend. At last appear 
Hell-bounds, high reaching to the horrid roof, 
And thrice threefold the gates; three folds were brass, 
Three iron, three of adamantine rock. 
Impenetrable, impaled with circling fire. 
Yet unconsumed. Before the gates there sat 
On either side a formidable shape; 
The one seemed woman to the waist, and fair, 
But ended fonl in many a scaly fold, 
Voluminous and vast, a serpent armed 
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With mortal sting. About her middle round 
A cry of hell-hounds never ceasing barked 
With wide Cerberean mouths full loud, and nmg 
A hideous peal ; yet, when they list, would creep, 
If aught disturbed their noiae, into her womb, 
And keanel there, yet there still barked and howled 
Within unseen. Far less abhorred than these 
Vexed Scylla, bathing in the sea that parts 
Calabria from the hoarse Trinacrian shore; 
Nor uglier follow the night-hag, when, called 
In secret, riding through the air she comes. 
Lured with the smell of infant blood, to dance 
With Lapland witches while the labouring moon 
Eclipses at their charms. The other shape — 
If shape it might be called that shape had none 
Distinguishable in member, joint or limb, . 
Or substance might be called that shadow seemed, 
For each seemed either — ^black it stood as Night, 
Fierce as ten Furies, terrible as Hell, 
And shook a dreadful dart; what seemed his head 
The likeness of a kingly crown had on. 
Satan was now at hand, and from his seat 
The monster moving, onward came as fiist. 
With horrid strides; Hell trembled as he strode. 
The undaunted Fiend what this might be admired, 
Admired, not feared — God and his Son except, 
Gref^ted thing nought valued he nor shunned — 
And with disdainful look thus first began : 
"Whence and what art thou, execrable shape 
I n .11 Google 
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That darest, though grim and terrible, advauce 
Thy miscreated front athwart my way 
To yonder gates? Through them I mean to paaB — 
That be assured — without leave asked of thee. 
Retire, or taste thy foUy, and learn by proo^ 
Hell-bom I not to contend with Spirits of Heaven.'* 

To whom the Goblin Aili of wrath replied : 
"Art thou that traitor Angel 7 art thoa he, 
Who first broke peace in Heaven, and &ith till then 
Unbroken, and, in proud rebellious anna, 
Drew after him the third part of Heaven's soue^ 
Conjured against the Highest? for which both thoa 
And they, outcast from G^ are here condemned 
To waste eternal days in woe and pain. 
And reckonest thou thyself with Spirits of Heaven, 
Hell-dopmed I and breathest defiance here and scorn, 
Where I reign king, and, to enrage thee more, 
Thy king and lord ? Back to thy punishment^ 
False fugitive! and to thy speed add wings. 
Lest with a whip of scorpions I pursue 
ITiy lingering, or with one stroke of this dart ^ 
Strange horror seize thee, and pangs unfelt before." 

So spake the grisly Terror, and in shape, 
So speaking and so threatening, grew tenfold 
More dreadful and deform. On the other side. 
Incensed with indignation, Satan stood 
Uaterrified, and like a comet burned, 
That fires the length of Ophiuchus huge. 
In the arctic sky, and from his horrid hair 
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Shakes pestilence and war.- Each at the head 
Levelled his deadly aim; their &tal hands 
Ko second stroke intend ; and such a frown 
Each cast at the other, as when two black cloudy 
With heaven's artillery {ranght, come rattling on 
Over the Caspian, then stand front to front, 
Hovering a space, till winds the signal blow 
To join their dark encounter in mid air: 
So frowned the mighty combatants, that Hell 
Grew darker at their frown ; so matched they stood ; 
"Eoi never but once more was either like 
To meet so great a foe. And now great deada 
Had been achieved, whereof all Hell had mag, 
Had not the snaky Sorceress, that sat 
Fast by Hell-gate and kept the fatal key, 
Bisen, and with hideous outcry rushed between. 

Book II. V. 629-726. 

THB BXPULBION OF THB BEBEL ANOSL8 
FROM HEAVEN. 

[Raphael relates to Adam how Miobael and Oftbriel were wnt 
forth to battle against Satan and his angela. Oo the third day, 
when all Heaven is in confusion, the Deitj int«rpoaes, and aenda 
forth the Maaeiah to end the contest, and ezp«l the rebel hert 
from Heaven:] 

Go then, thou Mightiest, in thy fether's might, 
Ascend ray chariot, guide the rapid wheels 
That shake Heaven's basis, bring forth all my war, 
My bow and thunder, my almighty arms 

. 88* 
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Gird on, and sword upon thy puissant thigh ; 
Pursue these sons of darkness, drive them out 
■ From all Heaven's bounds into the utter Deep: 

he, o'er his sceptre bowing, rose 

From the right hand of glory where he sat ; 
And the third sacred morn began to shin^ 
Dawning through Heaven. Forth rushed with whirl- 
wind-sound 
The chariot of Paternal Deity, 
Flashing thick flames, wheel within wheel, andrair% 
Itself instinct with Spirit, but convoyed . 1 

By four cherubic shapes. Four faces each ' 

Had wondroua ; as with stars their bodies all 
And wings were set with eyes, with eyes the wheels 
Of beryl, and careering fires between 
Over their heads a crystal firmament. 
Whereon a sapphire throne, .inlaid with, pure 
Amber and colours of the showery arch. 
He in celestial panoply all armed 
Of radiant Urim, work divinely wrought. 
Ascended ; at his right hand Victory 
Sat eagle- winged ; beside him huog his bow 
And quiver with three-bolted thunder stored ; 
And from about him fierce effusion rolled 
Of smoke and bickering flame, and sparkles dire. 
Attended with ten thousand thousand Saints, 
He onward came ; far off his coming shone ; 
And twenty thousand — ^I their number heard — 
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Chariots of God, balf on each hand, were seen. 
He on the wings of Cherub rode sublime, 
On the crystalline sky, in sapphire throned. 
Illustrious for and wide, but by his own 
■ First seen ; them unexpected joy surprised. 
When the great ensign of Messiah blazed, 
Aloil by Angela borne, his sign in Heaven ; 
Under whose conduct Michael soon reduced 
His army, circumfused on either wing, 
Under their Head embodied all in one. 
Before him Power divine his way prepared; 
At his command the uprooted hills retired. 
Each to his place ; they heard his voice, and went 
Obsequious ; Heaven his wonted face renewed. 
And with fresh flowerets hill and valley smiled. 
This saw his hapless foes, but stood obdured, 
And to rebellious fight rallied their Powersi 
Insensate, hope conceiving from despair I 
In heavenly Spirits could such perveraeness dwell ? 
But to convince the proud what signs avail, 
Or wonders move the obdurate to relent? 
They, hardened more by what might most reclaim. 
Grieving to see his glory, at the sight 
Took envy ; and, aspiring to bis highth. 
Stood re-imbattled fierce, by force or fraud 
Weening to prosper, and at length prevail 
Against God and Messiah, or to fall 
In universal ruin last; and now 
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To final battle dreur, dudammg flight, 
Or faint retr»t « » • • 



At once the Four spread out their starry wings, 
With dreadful shade contiguouB, and the orbs 
Of his fieroe chariot rolled, aa with the soand 
Of torrent floods, or of a numerous host. 
He on hia impious foes right onward droTe, 
Gloomy as night ; under his burning wheels 
The steadfast Empyr&in shook throughout. 
All but the throne itself of God. Full soon 
Among them he arrived, in his right-hand 
Grasping ten thousand thunders, which he sent 
Before him, such as in their souls inflxed 
Plagues ; they, astonished, all resistance lost. 
All courage; down their idle weapons dropt; 
O'er shieldB, and helms, and helmed beads he rode 
Of Thrones and mighty Seraphim prostrfite, ' 
That wished the mountains now might be again 
Thrown on them, as a shelter from his ire. 
Nor less on either side tempestuous fell 
His arrdwe, from the fonrfold-visaged Four 
Distinct with eyei^ and from the living wheeU 
Distinct alike with multitude of eyes ; 
One spirit in them ruled, and every eye 
Glared lightning, and shot forth pernicious fire 
Among the aocursed, that withered all their strength, 
And of their wonted vigour left them drained, 
[g^h^^fited, spiritless, afflicted, fallen. 
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Yet half his strength he put not forth, but checked 
Hia thunder in mid Tolley ; for he meant 
Not to destroy, but root them out of Heaven. 
The OTerthrown he raised, and, as a herd 
Of goata or timorous flock, together thronged, 
Drove them before him thunder-struck, pursued 
With terrors aud with ^ries, to the bounds 
And crystal wall of Heaven, which, opening wide^ 
Boiled inward, and a spacious gap disclosed 
Into the wastefal I)eep. The monstrous sight 
Struck them with horror backward, but far worse 
Urged them behind ; headlong themselves tliey threw 
Down from the verge of Heaven ; eternal wrath 
Burnt after them to the bottomless pit. 

Hell heard the lingufferable noise. Hell saw 
Heaven ruining from Heaven, and would have fled 
Afirighted; but strict Fate had cast too deep 
Her dark foundations, and too fast had'bound. 
Nine days tbey fell ; confounded Chaos roared, 
And felt tenfold confusion in their fall 
Through his wild anarchy, so huge a rout 
Encumbered him with ruin ; Hell at last 
Yawning received them whole, and on them closed; 
Hell, their fit habitation, fraught with fire 
Unquenchable, the house of woe and pain. 
Disburdened Heaven rejoiced, and soon repaired 
Her mural breach, returning whence it rolled. 
Sole victor, from the expulsion of his foes, 
Messiah his triumphal chariot turned. 
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To meet him all his Sainta, who silent stood 
Bye-witnesses of tis almighty acta, 
With jubilee advanced ; and aa they went, 
Shaded with branching palm, each Order bright, 
Sung triumph, and him sung victoriona King, 
Son, Heir, and Lord, to him dominion given, 
Worthiest to reign. He celebrated rode. 
Triumphant through mid Heaven, into the courts 
And temple of hia mighty Father throned 
On high ; who into glory him received. 
Where now he sita, at the right-hand of bliss. 

Book VI. V. 710-799 ; 827-892. 
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6HTL0CE, THE JEW, LOANS BASSAKIO 
TH-REE TH0D8AND DUCATS ON THE 8B- 
OUKITT OP A POUND OP ANTONIO's 
FLESH. 

[Basaaiiio, one of the Buitorg of Por^ a rich lad; of Betmoat, 
haviDg "disabled his estate, by something showing a more 
swelliog port than his faint meaos would grant continuance," 
applies to his fHend Antonio, the Merchant of Venice, for a 
loan of monej to enable him " to hold a rival place," witii her 
more wealthy suitors. To bis appeal, Aniunio replies; 

Thou know'st that all mj fortunes are at sea; 
Neither have I money, nor commodity 
To raise a present sam: therefore go forth, 
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'irj what m J credit can in Teuce <to ; 
That eliaU be racked, even to the uttermost. 
To fbrnish tliee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 
60, presently inquire, and bo will I, 
Where monej is; and I no. qnestion meJce, 
To have it of mj trust, or for my sake. 

Sassanio accordingly goes forth in search of a money-lender, 
and meets with Shylook, the Jew, whom he asks^for a loan of 
three Ihonsand dacate, on Antonio's seourity:] 

Sky. Three thousand dQcata,^:.-weIl. 

Bass, Ay, Bir, for three months. 

Shy. For three months, — well. 

Sots. For the which, as I told you, Antonio shall 
be bound. 

Shi/. Antonio shall become bound, — well. 

Baas. May yon stead me ? Will you pleasure me 7 . 
Shall I know your answer ? 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, for three months, and 
Antonio bound. 

Boat. Your answer to that. 

Shy. Antonio is a good man. 

Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the con- 
trary? 

Shy. Ho, no, no, no, no ; — my meaning, in saying 
he is a good man, is to have yon understand me, tKat 
he is sufficient. Yet his means are in supposition : ho 
hath an argosy bound to Tripolis, another to the 
Indies; I understand, moreover, upon the Rialto, he 
hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for England, — and 
other ventures he hath, squandered abroad. But ships 
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are but boards, sailoTS but men; there be land-rati^ 
and water-rats, water-thieves, and land-thieves ; I mean 
pirates ; and then, there is the peril of waters, winds 
and rocks. The man is, notwithstanding, saffieient; 
— three thousand ducats ; — I think I may take his 
bond. 

Bats. Be assured you ma/. 

Shy. 1 will be assured, I may ; and, that I may be ^ 
assured, I will bethink mcu May I speak with An- 
tonio? 

BasB. If it please you to dine with oa 

Shy. Yet^ to amell pork; to e&t <tf the habitation 
which your prophet, the Nazarite, conjured the devil 
into. I will buy iffith you, sell with yon, talk with 
you, walk with you, and so following ; but I will not 
eat with you, drink with you, nor pray widi you. — 
What news on the Bialto? — Who ia he ocnnes here? 
Enter Antonio. 

Baas, This is signior Antonio. 

Sky. [Aaide^ How like a fewning publican he 
looks 1 
I hate him for he is a Christian. 
But more, for that, in low simplicity. 
He lends out money gratis, and brings down - 
The rate of usance here with ua in Venice. 
If I can catch him once upon the hip, 
I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 
He hates our sacred nation ; and he rail^ 
Eveo these whera merdiaiita most do ooagns'^ 
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On me, ray b&rguns, aud my well-TOn thrift, 
Which b« calls interast. Cursed be my tribes 
If I foi^ve him I 

Ban, Shy lock, do yon hear 7 

Shy. I am debating of my present store; 
And, by the near guess of my memory, 
I cannot instantly raise up the gross 
Of full three thousand ducata. What of that ? 
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 
Will fumiab me. But solt; how many months 
Do you desire? — Best you fair, good signiorj \To 

Antonio.] 
Your worship was the last man in our mouths. 

Ant. Sbylook, although I neither lend nor borrow; 
By taking nor by giving of excess. 
Yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend, 
I'll break a custom. — Is he yet possessed. 
How much you would ? {Ih Bassanio.] 

Shy. Ay, ay, three thousand ducats. 

Ant. And for three months. 

Shy. I had forgot, — three months, yon told me so. 
Well then, your bond; and, let me see; — but hear 

yoa; 
Methonght you said, you neither lend, nor borrow, 
Upon advantage. 

Ant. I do never use it. 

Shy. When Jacob grazed hia uncle liaban's sheep, 
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was 

S4 
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(As his wise mother wrought in his hehalf,) 
The third possessor ; ay, he was the third — 

Ant. And what of him? did he take interest? 

Sky. No, not take interest ; not, as yon would say, 
Directly interest ; mark what Jacob did. 
When Laban and himself were compromised, 
That all the eanlings which were streaked, and pied, 
Should fall as Jacob's hire. 
The skilful shepherd peeled me certain wands. 
And stuck them up before the fulsome ewes. 
Who, then conceiving, did in eaning time 
Fall parti-colour'd lambs, and those were Jacob's. 
This was a way to thrive, and he was blest ; 
And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not. 

Ant. This was a venture, sir, that Jacob served for ; 
A thing not in his power to bring to pass. 
But swayed and fashioned by the hand of Heaven. 
Was this inserted to make interest good? 
Or is your gold and silver, ewes and rams? 

Shy. I cannot tell ; I make it breed as fast : — 
But note me, signior. 

Avi. Mark yon this, Bassanio, 
The devil can cite scripture for his purpose 
An evil soul, producing holy witness, 
Is like a villain with a smiling cheek ; 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart ; 
O, what a goodly outside falsehood hath ! 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, — 'tis a good round stun. 
Three months from twelve ; then, let me see ; the rate— 
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Ant. Well, Shylock, ahall we be beholding to you ? 

Shy. Signior ADtonio, many a time and oft^ 
Tn the Bialto, you hare rated me 
About my moneys, and my usances: 
Still have I borne it with a patient shrug; 
For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe. 
You call me — misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine, 
And all for use of that which is mine own. ■ 
Well then, it now appears, you need my help : 
Go to, then ; you come to me, and you say, 
Shylock, we would have moneys; you say so; 
You, that did void your rheum upon my beard. 
And foot me, as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your threshold; moneys is your suit. 
What should I say to you ? Should I not say, 
Hath a dog money? Is it possible 
A cur can lend three thousand ducats? or 
Shall I bend low, and, in a bondman's key, 
With bated breath, and whispering humbleness. 
Say this, — 

Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last ; 
You spurned me such a day; another time 
You called me — dog; and for these courtesies 
I'll lend you thus much moneys. 

ArU. I am as like to call thee so again. 
To spit on thee again, to spurn thee, too. 
If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friends ; (for when did friendship take 
i.n. II, Google 
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A. broed for bftnen metal of his ^end 7) 
But lead H ratb^ to thind oDemy; 
Who, if he break, thoo mayat ■with better feee 
Exact the peoahj. 

Sky. Why, look you, how yoa storm I 
I would be firi^tds with yoa, «nd have your love, 
Forget the shames that you have stained roe with, 
Supply your present wants, and take no doit 
Of usaoce for roy moneys^ and you'll not bear me: 
This is kind I ofl»r. 

AtU. This; were kindness. 

Shy. This kiodness will I show : ^ — 
Go with UK to & notary; aeal me Aer© 
Your single hood; and, ia a merry sport, 
If you repay nta not on such a day, 
In such a place, sueh sum, or mma, as are 
Expressed in the cooditiooi, let the forfeit 
Be nomiBStted for an equal pound 
Of your fidr Se^ to be oat off and taken 
In what pari of your body pleaseth me. 

Ant. Content, in faith : I'll seal to such 3 bond, 
And say thero ia mnoh kindness in the Jew. 

Sass. Yon shall not seal to such a bond for me : 
I'll rathCT dwell in my necessity. 

Ani, Why, fear nol^ man ; I will not forfeit it : 
Within these two mootb^ tiiat's a uonth bdbre 
This bond expires,. I di> expect return 
Of thrice three times the ralne of this bon^. 

Shy. O father Abraham, vbat these Christians are 
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Whose OWE hard dealings teaches them suspect 

The thoughts of others I — Pray you, tell me this : 

If he should break his day, what should I gain 

By the exaction of the forfeiture? 

A pound of man's flesh, taken A-om a man, 

Is not so estimable, profitable neither. 

As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say, 

1o buy his favour, I extend this friendship; 

If be will take it, so ; if not, adieu ; 

And, for my love, I pray you wrong me not. 

AnU Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this bond. 

Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the notary's ; 
Give him direction for this merry bond; 
And I will go and purse the ducats straight; 
See to my house, left in the fearful guard 
Of an unthrifty knave ; and presently 
I will be with you. [Exit, 

Ant. Hie thee, gentle Jew. 
This Hebrew will turn Christian : he grows kind. 

Basa. I like not fair terms and a villain's mind. 

ArU. Come on ; in this there can be no dismay : 
My ships come home a month before the day. 

{Exeunt. 
Aferchant of Venice, Act 1. Scene 8. 
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OTHBLLO, rffB MOOR, ACCUSED BY BBA- 
BANTIC, OF HATING WOW HIS DAITGH- 
TER, DBSDEVONA, BT L O V B-PO-TION S AND 
WITCBCBArr, MAKKS HIS KEFESCB BE- 
FORE THE IMTKB AKP aENATORS DP TB- 
NICE., AND TELLS, THE STOBY OF HIS 
COURTaBIP. 

Othello. Most potent, grave, and levn^sd sigaior%. 
My Tety noble and apprOT'd good masteTs, 
That I have. ta.'eD away this «dd maa's daiiighter. 
It ia most trua; tru(S>. I ba.Te amiried: bar: 
The very head and tiOBt ©f wy ofiending 
Hath this esieai, m> moi% Kudo? ais I in my speecb 
And little bless'd with the- s^ {du-ase of peace ; 
Foi since these arms of mine had setven yesra' pilbr 
Till now, some nine moon& wasted,, they liare as'd 
Thei; dsatest action iio. th^- tented field ;- 
And little o£ this ^^ait wofldi eaa I speak 
More thaa pertaiod to feats of tootl and battle ; 
Andj there&iie^ llttl« shall I g>aee> lay ea^Q^ 
Ib, sfieaking for myself. Yet, by your gracions pa- 

tlABCe, 
I will a round unvarnish'd tale deliver 
* Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, what charm^ 
What conjuration, and wliat mighty magic, 
(For such proceeding I am charg'd withal) 
I won his ^a'^gl^ter- 
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Brahaniio. A maiden never bold; 

Of spirit so still and quiet, tbftt her motion 
Blush'd at herself; and ahe^ — in ^ite of oatiu^ 
Of years, of countrj, credit, everj thing, — 
To fall in love with what she fear'd to look on 1 
It is a judgment maim'd, and most imperfeot, 
That will confess perfaction so coold err 
Against all rules of nature ; and must be driTea 
To find out practices of cunning hell, 
Why this should fee. I, therefore, vouch again. 
That with some raixtuies powerful o'er the blood, 
Or with some dram CQnjar'd to this efiect. 
He wrought upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this is no proof: 

Without more wider and more overt test^ 
These are thio habit^ and poor likelihoods 
Of modem seeming, jou prefer against him. • 

\»l Senator. But, Othello, speak : 

Did you by indirect and forced courses 
Subdue and poison this young m.iid's af&ctioos? 
Or came it by request,, and sacb fair question 
As soul to soul affordeth? 

Oikdh. I dfO beseech yo«. 

Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her speak of rae before her father: 
If you do find me foul in her report. 
The trust, the office, I do hold- of you, 
Not onlj take away, but let your sentence 
pven fall upon my life. 
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Duke. Fetcli Desdemona Either. 

Othello. Ancient, conduct them ; you best know tlie 
place. — [Exeunt Iaoo and Attendants. 
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood. 
So justly to your grave ears I'll present 
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love, 
And she in mine. 

Duhe. Say it, Othello. 

Othello. Her father lov'd me ; oft invited me ; 
Still question'd me the story of my live, 
From year to year ; the battles, eiege^ fortunes^ 
That I have pasa'd. 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days, 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it : 
Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances,' 
Of moving accidents by flood and field ; 
Of hair-breadth scapes in the imminent-deadly breach ; 
Of being taken by the insolent foe. 
And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence, " 

And portance in my traveller's history; 
Wherein of antres vast, and deserts idle. 
Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose beads touch 

heaven. 
It was my hint to speak — such was the process— 
And of the Cannibals that each other eat, 
The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders. This to hear, 
Would Desdemona seriously incline: 
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But still the house af^irs would draw her thence, 
Which ever as she could with haste despatch, 
She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse. Which I observing, 
Took once a pliant hour ; and found good meana 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart, 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
Wheretrf by paroels she had something heard, 
But not tntentively: I did consent; 
And often did beguile her of her tears. 
When I did speak of some diatressfttl stroke. 
That my youth sufEfer'd. My story being done. 
She gave me for my pains a world of sighs : 
She swore, — in &ith, 'twas strange, 'twas passing 

strange ; 
'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful: 
She wish'd she had not heard it ; yet she wish'd 
That heaven had made her such a man : she thank'd 

And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, 
I should hut teach him how to tell my story. 
And that would vroo hOT. Upon this hint I spake; 
She lov'd me for the dangers I had pass'd, 
And I lov'd her, that she did pity them. 
This only is tb& witchcraft I have nsed; 
Here comes the lady ; Jet her witness it. 
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Enter Desdemona, Iaqo, and Attendants. 
Duke. I think, this tale would win my daughter too. 
Good Brabantio, 

Take up tliU mangled matter at the best: 
Men do their broken weapons rather use, 
Than their bare bands. 

Brabantio. I pray yon, hear her speak : 

If she confess that she was half the wooer. 
Destruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man. — Come hither, gentle mistress: 
Do you perceive in all this noble company, 
Where most you owe obedience? 

Deademona. My noble father, 

I do perceive here a divided duty. 
To you, I am bound for life and education: 
My life and education, both do learn me 

How to respect you; you are the lord of duty; 

I am hitherto your daughter ; but here's my husband ; 

And so much duty as my mother show'd 

To you, preferring you before her father, 

So much I challenge that I may profess 

Due to the Moor, my lord. 

Srabaniio. God be with you I — I have done. — 

Please it your grace, on to the state afbirs : 
'I had rather to adopt a child than get it. — 

Come hither. Moor: 

I here do give thee that with all my heart, 

Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart 
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I would keep from thee. — For your sake, jewel, 
I am glad at soul I have no other child, 
For thy escape would teach me tyranny, 
To hang clogs on them. — I have done, my lord. 

Duke. Let me speak like yourself; and lay a sen^ 
tence, 
Which, as a grise, or step, may help these lovers 
Into your favour. 

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended 
By seeing the worst, .which late on hopes depended. 
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone 
Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 
What cannot be preserv'd when fortune takes, 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. 
The rohh'd that smiles, steals something from the 

thief: 
He rohs himself, that spends a bootless grief. 

Brabantio. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile : 
We lose it not, so long as we can sraile. 
He bears the sentence well, that nothing hears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears; 
But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow. 
That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow. 
These sentences, to sugar, or to gall, 
Being strong on both sides, are equivocal: 
But words are words; I never yet did hear, 
That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the ear. 
I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of state. 

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty preparation 
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makes for Cyprus. — Othello, the fortitude of the place 
ia best known to you ; and though we have there a 
suhstitute of most allowed sufficiency, yet opinion, a 
sovereign mistress of effects, throws a more safer voice 
OQ you : you must, therefore, be content to slubber the 
gloss of your new fortunes with this more stubborn 
and boisterous expedition, 

Othelb. The tyrant custom, most grave senator^ 
Hath made the flinty and steel couoh of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down : I do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity, 
I find in hardness; and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites, 
Most humbly, therefore, bending to your stat^ 
I crave fit disposition for my wife ; 
Due reference of place, and exhibition ; 
With such accommodation, and besort, 
As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. Why; at her father's. 

BrahaTUio. I'll not have it so. 

Oihelh. Nor I. 

Desdemona. Nor I ; I would not there reside 
To put my father in impatient thoughts, 
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke, 
To my unfolding lend your prosperous ear, 
And let me find a charter in your voice, 
To assist my simpleness. 

Dvhe. What would you, Desdemona? 
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JDademona. That I did love the Moor to live with 
him, 
My downright violence and storm of fortunes 
May tmmpet to the world ; my heart's subdued 
Even to the very quality of my lord : 
I saw Othello's visage in his mind; 
And to his honours, -and his valiant parts, 
Bid I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 
So that, dear lords, if I be lell behind, 
A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 
The rites for why I love him are bereft me, 
And I a heavy interim shall support 
By his dear absence. Let me go with him. 

Othello. Your voices lords: "beaeech you, let her 
wiU 
Have a free way. 

Touch with me, heaven, I therefore beg it not, 
' To please the palate of my appetite ; 
Not to comply with heat, the young affects. 
In my defhnct and proper satisfaction; 
But to he free and bounteous to her mind : 
And heaven defend your good souls^ that you think 
I will your serious and great business scant, 
For she is with me. No, when light-wing'd toys 
Of feather'd Cupid seel with wanton dulness. 
My speculative and offic'd instrument, 
That my disports corrupt and taint my busiseBf^ 
Let housewives make a skillet of my helmet, 
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And all indign and base adverBities 
Make head against my estimation. 

Duke. Be it aa 70U shall privately determine, 
Either for her stay, or going. The affiiir cries hast^ 
And speed mast answer it. 

lit Senator. You must away to-night. 

Othello. With all my heart. 

Duke. At nine in the morning here we^l meet again. 
Othello, leave some officer behind. 
And he shall our commission bring to you ; 
With such things else of quality and" respect. 
As doth import you, 

Othello. Please your grace, my ancient ; 

A man he is of honesty, and trust : 
To his conveyance I assign my wife. 
With what else n^dfiil your good grace shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Duke. Let it be so. — 

Good night to every one. — And, noble signior, [7& 

Brabantio] 
If virtue no delighted beauty lack, 
Tour Bon-in-law is far more fair than black. 

\st Senator. Adieu, brave Moor! use Desdemona 
well. 

BnAa'o^. Look to her, Moor, if thou hast eyes to 
see: 
She has deceiv'd her lather, and may thee. 

Othello the Moor of Venice Act. I. Scene 8. 
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HAHLBT AT HIS UNCLB's COURT. — HO- 
BATIO IMPARTS TO HIK THE APPEAR- 
ANCE OF HIS FATHBB's QHOST. 



King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother'a 
death 
The memory bo green, and that it ua befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom 
To be conb^^ted in one brow of woe ; 
Yfit 80 f^r hath discretion fought with nature, 
That we with wiaeat sorrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of ourselves. 
Therefore, our sometime sister, now our queen. 
The imperial jointress of this warlike state, 
Have we, as 'twere, with a defeated joy, — 
With one auspicious, and one dropping eye, 
With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage, 
In equal scale weighing delight and dole, — 
Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr'd 
Tour better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this ftfOiir along : For aU, our thanks. 
- Now follows, that you know, young Fortinbraa, 
Holding a weak supposal of our worth. 
Or thinking, by our late dear brother's death 
Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, 
CoUeagu«d with the dream of his advantage, 
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He hath not &il'd to pester ns with messagev 
Isoporting tbs smreadeir of thoae laa^ 
Lost hy his &ther, with aU bands of Uw, 
To oar laoflt vtlunt brother, go mooh fi>r hito. 
Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting. 
Thus maoh the business is: We have here writ 
To Norway, uncle of young PortinbraB,— 
Who, impotent uid bed>rid, ■oarody haan 
Of this his nephew'a purpose^ — to supproaa 
'Sia further gait herein, in that (he levies, 
Tb« lists, and full proportions, are all made 
Oat of his subject : and we here despttah 
You, good Cornelias, and yon, Yoltimand, 
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway } 
Oiving to yoQ no f^uthar personal power 
To buqiness with the kin^ more than the scope 
Of these dilftted utioles allow. 
Farewell ; and let yoQr haste oomnumd your daty. 
(hr. Voi. In tba^ and nil thingi^ will ws ^ow onr 

King. We doubt it nothing: heartily fivewell. 

ISkottrnt YOLTIIUITD aiid OoRNXLiuaL 
And now, Lftules, what's the news with yon? 
You told us of some suit; What is't, Laertes? 
Yoa cannot spefik of reason to the Dan^ 
And lose yonr voice: What wooldst thou b^ 

Laerte^ 
That shall not be my o£^, not thy asking ? 
The head is not more native to the heart, 

„H,gle 
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The hand more iastminental to the mouth, 
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father. 
What wouldst thou have, Laertes? 

Laer. Dread my lord, 
Your leave and fevour to return to France ; 
From whence though willingly I came to Denmark, 
To show my duty in your coronation ; 
Yet now, I must confess, that duty done, 
My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

King, Have you your father's leave ? What saya 
Polonins ? 

Pol. He bath, my lord, wrung from me my slow 
leave. 
By laboursome petition; and, at last, 
' Upon hia will I seal'd my hard consent: 
I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes ; time be thine. 
And thy best graces : spend it at thy will, — 
But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son, > 

Ham. A little more than kin, and less than kind. 
[AfficU. 

King. How is it that the clouds still hang on you? 

J3om. Not so, my lord ; I am too much i'the sun. 

Queen. Ck)od Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour oS, 
And let tbine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not, for ever, with thy veilM lids 
Seek for thy noble &ther in the duat: 
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Thou know'it^ 'tii oommon ; all that livM must dif^ 
FsAsiiig throagh nature to etermty. 

Sam. Ay, madam, it is common. 

^wCTi. If it be, 
Why eeema it ao partiottlap with thee? 

JTdm. S9emB,madamI naj.itis; I knownotseaniA, 
"Pis not alon^ my inky cloak, good mother, 
Kor ctistomary sqita of aolemn black, 
No? windy Bflspiration of foio'd breath. 
No, Bor the fruitful river in the ey^ 
Noif the dejected havioor of the viaage> 
Together with all forms, moods, showa of gru£, 
That can deoote me truly ; Theae, indeed, seem, 
"Sat they are actions that a man might play } 
But I have that within, which pasaeU} show; 
These but the trappings and the suits of woe. 

King. 'Tig aweet and commendable in your nature, 
Hamlet> 
To give these mourning duties to your fether : 
But, yovt must know, your father lost a father ; 
That father loat loat his; and the surviTor bound 
In fili&l obligation, for some term. 
To do obsecLUious sorrow ; But to peraerer 
In obstinate condolement, is a course 
Of impious stabboraneas; 'tis unmanly grief: 
'It shows a will most incorrect to heaven ; 
A heart unfortified, a mind impatient ; 
An understanding simple and unsohool'di 
For what, we know, must be, and is as oonuoon 

i..n. II, Google 



PASBAOES FROM SBAXSPSABS. 41ft 

Aa tny the most vulgar thing to Bense, 
Why should we, in our i>eevieh opposition, 
Take it to heart? Fie! 'tis a fault to heaven, 
A fault against the dead, a fault to nature, 
To reasoQ most abaurd ; whose oommoQ theme 
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried, 
From the first corse till ho that died to-day, 
This muat "be so. "We pray you thr<>w to earth 
This unprevailing wofli and think of ua 
As of a father : for let the world take note, 
You are the most immediate to our throne; 
And, with no less nobility of love 
Than that which dearest father bears Ms bob. 
Bo I impart toward yoiu For your intent 
In going back to school iu Wittenberg, 
It is m,08t retrc^rade to our desire: 
And, we beoeeoh you, bend you to remain 
Here, in the oheer and comfort of our eye. 
Our ohiefest courtier, cousin, and our eon. 

Queen. Let not thy mother lose her prayers, Hamlet; ' 
I pray tho6, stay with us; go not to Wittenberg. 

Sam. X shall in all my best obey you, madam. 

King. Wh-j, 'tis a loving and a fair reply : 
Be as ourself in Denmark. — Madam, oome; 
This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart; in grace whereof, 
No jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day, 
gi^t the great cannon to the clouds shall tell ; 
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And the king's ronae tbe heaven shall bruit again. 
Be-speaking earthly thunder. Come away. 
Fhuriah. JSxeunt Kino, Qcken, Lords, <tc., PoLONlos 

. and Laertes. 
* Sam. O, that this too — too solid flesh would mell» 
Thaw, and resolve itself into a dewl 
Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd 
His canon 'gainst self-slaughteT I O God ! O God I 
How weary, stale, fiat, and unprofitable 
Seem to me all the uses of this world I 
Fie on'tl O fiet 'tis an unweeded garden, 
That grows to seed ; things raiik, and gross in natorey 
Possess it merely. That it should comt to this I 
But two months deadl — nay, not so much, not two: 
So excellent a king ; that was, to this, 
Hyperion to a satyr : so loving to my mother, 
That he might not beteem tbe winds of heaven 
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth I 
Must I remember ? why, she would bang on him, 
As if increase of appetite had grown 
By what it fed on: And yet, within a montn, — 
Let me not think on't; — Frailty, thy name is woman I 
A little month ; or ere those shoes were old, 
"With which she foUow'd my poor fether's body. 
Like Niobe, all tears ; — why she, even she, — 
God I a beast that wants discourse of reason, 
Would have moum'd longer, — married with my uncl^ 
My father's brother ; but no more like my ibther, 
Than I to Hercules: Within a month; 
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Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous teftts 
Had left the flushing in her gallid eyes, 
She married. 

It is not, nor it cannot come to, good ; 
But hreak, my heart ; for I must hold my tongue I 
Eni^ HOIIA.TIO, Bernabdo, and Mabcellus. 

Hot, Hail to your lordship I 

Sam. I am glad to see you well : 
Horatio, — or I do forget myself. 

Hot. The same, my lord, and your poor servant ever. 

Sam. Sir, my good friend ; I'll change that name 
with you. 
And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio? — 
Marcellus ? 

Mar. My good lord, — 

Sam. I am very glad to see you ; good even, Sir. — 
But what, in &ith, make you from Wittenberg? 

Sot. a truant disposition, good my lord. 

Sam. I would not hear your enemy say so ; 
Nor shall you do mine ear that yiolence. 
To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself: I know, you are no truant. 
But what is your af^ir in Elsinure? 
We'll teach you to drink deep, ere you depart. 

Sor. My lord, I came to see your father's fiineraL 

Sam. I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-student ; 
I think, it was to see my mother's wedding. 

Sor, Indeed, my lord, it foUow'd hard upon. 

D,g,nz»-i b, Google 



418 PASSAOBS FROM SBAESPBARB. 

Sam. Thrift, thrifty Horatio I the funeral hak'd 
meats 
Did coldly furnish forth the maniage tables. 
'Would I had met my dearest foe in heaven 
,0r ever I had seen that day, Horatio I — 
My father, — methinks, I see my father. 

Hor. I where, my lord ? 

Sam, In my mind's eye, Horatio 

Sor. I saw him once ; he was a goodly king. 

Sam. He was a man, take him for all in all, 
I shall not look upon his like again. 

Sor, My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. 

Sam. Saw who ? 

Sor. My lord, the king your iather. 

Sam, The king my &ther I 

Sor. Season your admiration for awhile 
With an attent ear, till I may deliver. 
Upon the witness of these gentlemen, 
This marvel to you. 

Sam. For God's love, let me hear. 

Sor. Two nights together, had these gentiemei), 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch. 
In the dead vast and middle of the night, 
Been thus encountered. A figure like your father, 
Armfed at point, exactly, cap-S^p^, 
' Appears before them, and with solemn march, 
Goes slow and stately by them ; thrice he walk'd. 
By their oppress'd and fear-surprised eyes. 
Within his truncheon's length ; whilst they, distill'd 
„H,gle 
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Almost to jelly with the act of fear, 

Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me 

In dreadful secrecy impart they did, 

And I with them the third night kept the watch : 

Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time, 

Form of the thing, each word made tme and good, 

The, apparition comes. I knew your fother; 

These hands are not more like. 

Ham, But where was this ? 

Sor. My lord, upon the platform where we watch'd. 

Ham. Did you not speak to it ? 

S&r. Uy lord, I did ; 
But answer made it none : yet once, methought^ 
It lifted up its head, and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak : 
But^ even then, the morning cock crew loud, 
Ajid at the sound it shrank in haste away. 
And vanish'd from our sight. 

Ham. 'Tia very strange. 

Hot. As I do live, my honour'd lord, 'tis tme ; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty. 
To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed, indeed, Sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to-night ? 

AU. We do, my lord. 

Ham. Arm'd, say you 7 

Alt Arm'd, my lord. 

Ham. From top to toe? 

All. My lord, fh)m head to &ot. 
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Ham. Then eaw ;oa not 
His fii<50? 

Sor. O, yes, my lord ; he wore his beaTsr vcp. 

Ham. What, look'd be frowningly? 

Hor. A countenance more 
In sorrow than in anger. 

Sam. Psl«, or red ? 

Hor. Nay, very pale. 

Sam. And fix'd his eyes apon yoo? 

HcfT. Most constantly. 

Sam. I would I had been there. 

Sor. It would have much amaz'd yoQ. 

Sam. Very like. 
Very like. Stay'd it long? 

Sor. While one with moderate haste ml^it tell a 
hundred. 

Sar. Ber. Longer, longer. 

Sor. Not when I saw it. 

Sam. His heard waa grizzl'd ? no ? 

Sor. It was, aa I have seen it In hia lift^ 
A sahle ailver'd. 

Sam. I will watch to-night: 
Perchance, 'twill walk again. 

Sor. I warrant it will. 

Sam. If it assume my noble father's perabi^ 
111 speak to it, though hell itself should gap^ 
And bid me hold my peace. I prsy yon all. 
If you have hitherto conceal'd this sight, 
Let it be tenable hi your silence still; 
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And w-hatgoerer else shall hap to-night, 
Give it SQ understanding, but no tongue: 
I will requite your loves. So, &re you well : 
Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve 
I'll visit .you. 

All. Our duty to your honour. 

Sam. Your loves, as mine to you : Farewell. 

[Exeunt HoRATio, Mabcellus, and Bernabdo.] 
My father's spirit in arms I all is not well; 
I doubt some foul play; would the night were come; 
Till then sit still, my soul. Foul deeds will rise, 
Though all the earth o'erwhelm them, to men's eyes. 
Exit. 
HamUt, Ad Z, Scew 2. 

INTEBTIBW BETWEEN MACBETH AND 
LADY MACBETH AFTER THE MUB- 
DEE OP KING DUNCAN. 

J/ac&. I have done the deed I — didst thou not hear 

a noiae? 
Lady M. I heard the owl scream, and the crickets 

cry. 
J/ac6. Did not you speak? 
LadyM. When? Now? 

Mach. As I desoended. 

Lady M. Ay. 
Mad). Hark I — 
WTio lies i' the second chamber? 
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Lady 3f. Donalbain. 

Mad). Thia is a bohjj sight. [Looking on his luavb^ 

Lady Jf, A fooHsli thongltl^ to eaj a acarj sight. 

Mad. There's ona dM laugh in his sleep, 
And one cried, " Murther I" that they did wake each . 

other ; 
I stood and heard theon: bnt they did say their 

iwayar^ 
And sddress'd them again to sleep. 

Lady M. There are two lodg'd together. 

Jfiufi. One cried, " Gvd hless ns 1" and " Amen I" the 
other 
As th^ had seen me, with these hangman's hands. 
Listening their fear, I oonld not say, amen, 
When they did say, Qod hless us. 

Lady M. Consider it not so deeply. 

Mati. But wherefore could not I pronounce, amen 7 
I had most need of bles^ng, and amen 
Stuck in my throat. 

Ladif M. These deeds must not be thtreght 
After these ways ; so, it will make us mad. 

Mmk. Methought I beard a -roioe cty, "Sleep no 
morel 
Macbeth does murther sleep" — the innocent sleq), 
Sleep, that knita op the ravell'd sleave of care, 
11w doa& of e«ih day'B life, sore labour's bath. 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature's second course, 
Chief nourisher in life's feast, — 

Lady M. What do yon mean ? 
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J/ocfr. Still it cried, "Sleep no morel" to all the 
house: 
"Glamis hath murther'd sleep:" and therefore Cavdor 
- Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no more I 

Lady if. Who was it that thna cried? Why, 
worthy thaney 
You do unbend your noble strength, to think 
So brainaickly of things. — Go, get some water, 
'. And wash this filthy witness from your hand.>-^ 
Why did you bring these daggers &om the place? 
They must lie there : Qo, carry them, and smear 
The sleepy groomfl with blood. 

Jfacb. I'll go no more: 

I am afraid to think what I have done ; 
Iiook on't again I dare not. 

Lady M. IMrm of poxpose ! 

Give me the daggers; The sleeping, and the dead. 
Are but as pietores : 'tis the eye of childhood 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal, 
For it must seem their guilt. 

l^Exit. Knocking witkin, 

Macb. Whence is that knocking? 

How ifl't with me, when every noise appals me ? 
What hands are here ? Ha 1 they pluck out mine eyes I 
Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my hands? No; this my hand will rather 
The multitudinous seas incarnardine, 
Making the green — one red. 
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Re-tnUr iMdy Macbeth. 
Lady M. My hands are of your colour ; but I shame 
To wear a heart so white. {KnoekiTig.'\ I hear 

kuookii^ 
At the south entry: — retire we to our clianiber: 
A little water clears ns of this deed : 
How ea£7 is i^ then I Your ooustani^ 
Hath left you unattended.- [Knocking^ Harklnunv 

knocking: 
Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call va. 
And show us to be watchers:— Be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 
Jfaci. To know my deed, 'twere best not know 
myself. [Knocking. 

Wake Duncan with thy knocking I I would thou 
couldstl 

MaOeih, Aa II., Seme 2. 

ULT8BBS* ADVICE TO ACHILLES. 

[Aohilles, by TMuon of ft qunrrel with the Orenian genent, 
AgamemnoD, having withdrawn from action in the field, QljMes 
inatmots the latter and his brother commanders to pass him bj 
vith a "negligent and loose regard," to afford himself an op- 
portunity, if Aohilles remark upon their treatment of him, to 
give him Mme wholesome advice in regard to his past conduct, 
and to stir him np into a rivalrj with Ajaz. The ingenionr 
delioac; with which Uljasee manages the haughtj and self-willed 
Aohilles. to gain his point, the keen insight into human oatnre 
which he exhibits in the matter, and the profound wisdom to 
which he gives expieasiou in the oourse of his adnce, when the 
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oppOTtunitj presents itself, render tfaw sMne m chametoriBtieoll; 
Shakapeartan as any other of tbe same extent in Um wbole nnge 
of the great poet's Pla;a.] 



Uk/gt. Achilles stands i'the entrance of his tent : —> 
Please it onr general to pass strangely by him, 
As if he were forgot ; and, princes all, 
Lay negligent and loose regard upon him ; 
I will come last. "Tis like, he'll question mO) 
Why such unplausive eyes are beat, why tant'd 

him: 
If HO, I have derision med'cinable. 
To use between your strangeness and hia pride^ 
Which his own will shall hare desire to drink ; 
It may do good : pride hath no other glass 
To show itself, but pride ; for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's foes. 

Agam. We'll execute your purpose, and put on 
A form of strangeness as we pass along;- 
So do each lord ; and either greet bim not. 
Or else disdainfully, which shall shake hitn more 
Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way. 

Achil, What, comes the general to apeak with me? 
You know ray mind, I'll fight no more 'gainst Troy. 

Agam. What says Achilles? would he au^t witii 
us? 

Nat. Would you, my lord, aught with the general ? 

AcWt No. 
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' Ne^. NotUng, my lord. 

Agam. The better. 

[Exeunt AoAHEHNoy and Nestob. 

Achil. Good day, good day. 

Men. How do you? how do you? 

[Exit MENELAUa 

Achil. What, does the cuckold scorn me? 

Ajax. How now, Patroclus? 

Achil. Good morrow, Ajax. 

Ajax. Ha? 

Aehil. QooA morrow. 

Ajaas. Ay, and good next day too. 

[Exit Ajax. 

AiML What mean these fellowa? Know they not 
Achilles ? 

Pair. They pass by strangely: they were us'd to 
bend, 
To send their smiles before them to Achilles ; 
To come as humbly, as they us'd to creep 
To holy altars. 

Aehil. What, am I poor of late? 
'Tis certain, greatness, once fallen out with fortune, 
Must fall out with men too. What the declin'd i^ 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others, 
As feel in his own fall : for men, like butterflies 
Show not their mealy wings, but to the summer; 
And not a man, for being simply man. 
Hath any honour ; but honour for those honours 
That are without him, as place, richer fevour, 
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Frizes of accident as oft as merit: 
Which when they full, as being slippery 'standeis, 
Tho lore that leai^d on them oa slippery too, 
Do one pluck down another, and together 
' Die in the fall. But 'tis not so with me : 
Fortune and I are friends; I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did possess, 
Save these men's looks ; who do, methinks, find out 
Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As they have (^n given. Here is Ulysses; 
m interrupt his reading. — 
How now, Ulysses? 

Ulysa. Now, great Thetis' son? 

AcJiil. What are you reading? 

Ulyas, A strange fellow here 
Writes me, That man— ^how dearly ever parted. 
How much in having, or without, or in, — 
Cannot make boast to have, that which he hath, 
' Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection ; 
As when his virtues shining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
, To the first giver. 

Achil. This is not strange, Ulysses. 
The beauty that is borne here in the face 
The bearer knows not, but commends itself 
To others' eyes: nor doth the eye itself 
(That most pure spirit of sense) behold itself 
Not going from itself; but eye to eye oppos'd 
Salutes each other with ^ach other's form; 
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For speculation torus not to itself. 

Till it hath travell'd, and is mirror'd there 

Where it may see itself: this is not strange at alL 

Ulyaa. I do not strain at the poflition,— 
It ia familiar, — ^bat at the author's drift: 
Who, in hia oitcunistance, expr^sly proves 
That no man is the lord of any thing, 
(Though in and of him there be much consistiiig,) 
Till ha communicate his parts to others: 
Kor d(»h he of himself know them for aught 
Till he behold them form'd in the applause 
Where they are extended ; which, like an arch, reT«r- 

berates 
The voice again ; or like a gate of steel 
Fronting the sun, reoeives and renders back 
Hi3 figui:6 and his heat. I was much rapt in ^m, 
And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax. 

Heavens, what a man is there I a very horse; 
That has he knows not what. Nature), vhst things 

there are^ 
Most abject in regard, and dear in use I 
What things again most dear in the esteem. 
And poor in w<Ml;h 1 Now shall we see to-morrow, 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him, 
Ajax renown'd. heavens, what some men do, 
While some men leave to dot ^ 
How some m^i creep in skittiBh fortune's hall^ 
Whiles othws phiy the idiota in her.eyesl 
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Bow one man eata into another's pride, 
Wlule pride ia fasting in his wantonness! 
To See these Grecian lords I — why, even already 
They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder, 
As if his foot were on brave Hector's breas^ 
And great Troy shrieking. 

Ac/iil. I do believe it : for they pass'd by me. 
As misers do by beggars, neither gave to me 
Good word, nor look : What, are my deeds forgot? 

Ulyts. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his baol^ 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 
A great-sized monster of ingratitudes: 
Those scraps are good deeds past, which are deTonr'd 
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done: Perseverance, dear my lord, 
Keeps honour bright : To have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way ; 
For honour travels in a strait so narrow, 
Where one but goes abreast : keep, then, the path : 
For emulation hath a thousand son^ 
That one by one pursue : If you give way. 
Or hedge aside from the direct forthright, 
Like to an eoter'd tide, they all rush by, 
And leave you hindmost; — 
Or, like a gallant horse fallen in first rank, 
Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 
O'er-run and trampled on : Then what they do in pre- 
sent, 
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Thoagh less than yours in past^ must o'ertop youM: 

For time is like a &sliionable lios^ 

That slightly shakes his parting guest by tha handf 

And with his arms oat-stretoh'd, aa he would fly, 

Grasps-ia the comer: Welcome ever smiles, 

And forewell goes out aigbing. O, let not Tirtue sedc 

Bemunetation for the thing it was; 

F6r beauty, wit, 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert id serrioe, 

Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 

To enrious and calumniating time; 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin, — 

fTbat all, with one consent, praise new-born gawds^ 

Though they are made and moulded of things past; 

And give to duat, that is a little gilt^ 

More laud than gilt o'er-duated. 

The present eye praises the "present object: 

Then marvel not, thou great and complete man, 

That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax ; 

Sidoe things in motion sooner catch the ey?. 

Than what not stirs. The cry went onoe on the^ 

And still it might ; and yet it may again. 

If thou would'st not entomb thyself alive. 

And case thy reputation in thy tent; 

Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of lat«^ 

Made emulous missions 'mongst the gods themselvo^ 

And drave great Mars to faction, 

Acfnl. Of this my privacy 
I have strong reasons. 
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Ulysa. Bnt 'gunet your priraoy 
The reasons are more potent sad heroical; 
"lis known, Acliilles, that you sk in Ioto 
With one of Priam's daoghteors. 

AchiL Qal known? 

XTlyss. la that a wonder? 
The prorid^ioe tiiat's in a watehflil state. 
Knows almost erery grain of Flnto^ gold ; 
Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps; 
Keeps place with though^ and almoi^ like die god^ 
Does thonghta aareil in their damb cradles. 
There is a mystery (with whom relation 
Durst nerer meddle) in tlte soul of state ; 
Which hath an opertrtion more divine, 
Than breath, or pen, can give expressure to: 
All the commBroe that you have had with Troy, 
As perfectly is onrs, as yours, my lord; 
But it most grieve young Pyrrhns now at home. 
When fame shall in our islands sound her trump ; 
And all the Greekigh girls shall tripping sing, — 
Oreat Sector't sister did Achilles ■win; 
But OUT great Ajaa: bravely heat dovm him. 
Farewell, my lord: I as your lover speak; 
The fool slides o'er the ice that you should break. 

Pair. To this effect, Achilles, have I mov'd you ; 
A woman impudent and mannish grown. 
Is not more loath'd than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I stand condemn'd for this ; 
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They think, my little stomach to the var. 
And yoar great love to me, restrains jon thoa: 
Sweet, rouse yourself; and the weak wanton, Capid 
Shall fi^m your neck nnlooee his amorous fold, 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane, 
Be shook to air. 

Ackil Shall Ajax 6ght with Hector ? 

Pair. Ay ; and, perhaps,' receive much honour by 
him. 

Ackil, I see my repatation is at stake; 
My fame ia shrewdly gor'd. 

Patr. O, tlien, beware; 

Those wounds heal ill, that men do give themselves : 
Omission to do what is necessary, 
Seals a oommiasion to a blank of danger; 
And danger, like an agu<9, subtly taints 
Even then when we sit idly in the sun. 

Troihu and Oretsida, Ad. III., Seme 3, 
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